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PEEFACE. 



BoBCOE, in his life of Lorenzo the Magnificent, expresses the fol- 
lowing opinion : — " It may be justly doubted, whether Italian poesy 
has, on the whole, derived any great advantage from the frequent use 
of the Sonnet. Confined to so narrow a compass, it admits not of 
that extent and range of ideas which suggest themselves to a mind 
already warm with its subject. On the contrary, it illustrates only 
some one distinct idea; and this must be extended or condensed, not 
OS its nature requires, but as the rigid laws of composition prescribe." 
Again, — " Hence the invention is cfrounvpedy and the free excursions of 
the mind aie fettered and restrained. Hence, too, the greater part of 
these compositions display rather the glitter of wit than the fire of 
genius ; and hence they have been almost solely appropriated to the 
illustration of the passion of love." This is said, and most truly 
said, of The Italian Sonnet, which it has been the fashion, in spite 
of these accimiulated defects and incapacities, to set up as the model 
to all Sonnet-writers, henceforth and for evermore. Had I, from 
any cause, thought it advisable to act in contravention of my own 
convictions, I hope I possess ingenuity, patience, and pluck, enough 
to have elaborated every one of the Hundred Sonnets in this volume 
after the exact model which I repudiate. The majority of British 
Sonnet-writers have, in total disregard of the above indefensible 
fashion, rejected and set at nought its narrow and cramping exemplar 
and pattern. 

I now plead guilty to the impeachment of having by design, 
and with purpose aforethought, imitated my tuneful English pre- 
decessors, rather than the Italian clippers and compressors of words, 
of phrases, and, above all, of ideasy and sentiments. That Petrarch and 
two or three of his school have acquired fame, and achieved a certain 
amount of greatness, under the dead weight of their self-imposed 
trammels, no one will deny ; but that the majority of such-like versi- 
fiers have degenerated into mere rhymers ; logomachists ; and dressers- 
up of frivolous and emasculated " Concetti," no one can disprove. 

Love is very delightful in its season and place, but it is not tK^ ^^^ 
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in all of life, and I can discover no reason why The English Sonnet 
should not expand, and be free to deal with the humanities and 
home-affections of our mortal career ; with the charms and the terrors 
of Nature and the Elements ; and with the mysteries and metaphysics 
of our being ; in fact, with higher and more comprehensive hopes, 
fears, and loves, than those of the sexes, on which they should only 
bestow a partial, not an entire, attention. 

I think all Poetry should be tested in the " em bono " crucible ; 
and, if it cannot be certified as calculated, directly or indirectly, 
to elevate and improve, or, at least, to innocently amuse, its readers, 
it should be pronounced worthless, if not mischievous. I have lived 
long enough to have seen such heart-rending misery promoted, if not 
caused, by songs, verses, and works, tending to stimulate the love 
of drink, and the lusts of the flesh, that I look upon such productions, 
in the higher more even than the lower regions of literature and ver- 
sification, as the very Canticles of Perdition, To return to the present 
Publication, I may state, that, declining to let my Muse flutter in 
the chains of the model Italian Sormet; to stagger about in its 
antipoetical fetters ; I nevertheless claim for the Hundred Stanzas 
which (some being single, and others in concatenation) are here 
collected into one body, the right to be denominated ^^ English 
Sonnets." The primary and fundamental meaning of the word Sonnet 
gives me the right I challenge ; and the adoption of the broad feature 
of the disclaimed pattern, viz., the division of the stanzas into four- 
teen lines each, is tribute enough, in all conscience, to its most 
prominent characteristic That every fourteenth line should be 
an Alexandrine, or twelve-syllable line, is, I cannot help believing, 
an improvement on the bald, and not sufficiently cadenced, deca- 
syllabic fourteenth line of Sonnets in general. Finally, I ask 
for The English Sonnst to be considered as bearing the same 
relation to our masterpieces of Epic, Didactic, or Dramatic inspira- 
tion, that Cabinet Pictwres bear to the masterpieces of Historical or 
imaginative Painting; and, in that sense, to be esteemed as The 
Cabinet Poem of English Literature. 



The Libbart, Inner Temple, 
February ISth^ 1866. 



A CENTUEY OF SONNETS. 



PAKT I. 



THE ^OLIAN HARP AT MIDSUMMER 

MIDNIGHT. 



Spibit of Harmony ! to whom belong 

All utterM Concords, and Symphonious sounds, 
O Spirit ! cherish'd thro' Creation's bounds, 

Visit my Harp ^olian, and prolong. 

Throughout this hallow'd night, its mystic singing, 

On all its quivering strings, the changes ringing. 

The midnight Moon is shining for thy greeting ; 

The breath of Midsummer thy path perfuming ; 

The Stars are jubilant, their Empress meeting ; 
And Nature revels, on the time presuming. 

Then, strike the strings, till, e'en the song-birds, dreaming. 
Start from their sleep to listen, and the sides 
Reverberate the echoes as they rise ; 

And Air, and Earth, around, with melody are teeming. 

B 
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The breezes fan thee gently with theu' wooing, 

And kiss thy chords, my wind-harp ! very sweetly, 

That murmur low, like Turtle-doves when cooing. 
Or Lovers in their vows absorbed completely. 

Anon, a merrier Zephyr of the chorus. 

Twangs, like a frolic maiden, brisker chimes. 
At whose shrill summons, from the elfin climes. 

Their fays, and forest-sprites, career before us ; 

Circle in air, or dance in greensward rings. 

Transpierced with starbeams, gay with glittering wings. 

Join in their sports, my Fancy ! and enjoy them, 
Till the illusions yonder Lyre attending. 
With its divinest intonations blending. 

Take form from thee so clear, no time can e'er destroy them. 

The music melteth to a dying fall, 

A cadence dwindling into silence breathless ; 
A strange dead calm of sound — recall, recall. 

The lapsed extacies, O Spirit deathless ! 
The answ'ring Spirit moves upon the strings. 
And a new chaunt along the night-air flings : 
That chaunt, at yonder lattice, softly creeping, 

Thro' its blush-roses, on my Lady's slumbers. 
Fills them with pleasant images, in keeping 

With the expressive pulsing of its numbers. 
Lo ! as I listen to its serenading, 
Delicious drowsiness my senses shading, 
Lures me to seek my couch ere dawning light. 
And wish my neighbour fair, and wind-harp wild, good 
night. 



THE ^OLIAN HARP AT MIDWINTER 

MIDNIGHT. 



The clouds, in masses, scud across the skies, 

Chas'd by the upper currents of the air ; 
The tearing gale along the surface flies, 

On land, destruction ; and, on sea, despair : 
Rocking the earth, and, dreadful in its sweep. 
Baring to heav'n th' abysses of the deep : 
Thro' plains and mountains, with demoniac ease. 
Unroofing ancient piles, uprooting trees. 
Hark ! how the Storm-fiend, all but spent of breath, 

Growls in the pauses of the frantic strife ; 
Hark ! how his rage, rekindling, hurls to death 

The mast-clung mariners who shriek for life : 
Scalping yon promontory, by the force 
With which he rends in twain their vessel on its course, 

b2 
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Is this a Night to put my summer-lyre, 

^olian, in my casement shiv'ring cold ? 
Ha ! the Storm-spirit snaps its master-wire, 

In scorn so weak a suppliant to behold : 
Not he, like Saul by David, will be rul'd. 
Nor his great wrath by pigmies shall be cool'd ; 
Whole forests' stems the chords to sound his might, 
And elemental war his charter'd right. 
Another master-wire my hand supplies ; 

Again, my tiny Charmer lifts its voice ; 
Like echo, mellows down the maniac's cries, 

In chosen tones, from tones that spurn at choice ; 
Bidding their howling violence resound 
A deep, responsive, dirge for those his fury drown'd. 

And long he wails, exhausted, on the void. 

With intermittent gusts, and sobs, and groans ; 
My Flutt'rer at my window, still employed 

To soothe his anger, blends its harshest tones ; 
Wailing for wailing gives in discord strange. 
Linking together ev'ry fitful change. 
Now, as his snowdrift mantle he enfolds 

Round his retreating form, his caves to seek ; 

His roar, diminishing to mutt'rings weak, 
My Stringed good genius to a requiem moulds. 
Rest, rest, tremendous Scourger of the air. 
And learn the sea-toss'd Mariners to spare ; 
Come down, lov'd Harp ! and let my casement close, 
Safe is my couch'd recess ; my hearth's fire warmly glows. 



THE NIGHTINGALE. 



" A BOSE, by any other name, would smell as sweet "- 

A Nightingale, by any other name, 
His ear-entrancing love-notes would repeat, 

Notes that no charm but love fuliill'd could tame. 
When, o'er his nested mate, and chirping young, 
His silence watches, of his instinct sprung. 
Thy ev'ry name is, like thyself, a spell ; 

A keynote touching thy melodious tale; 
Sweet Bulbul — once, Aedon — Philomel — 

Luscinia — Rossignol — Our Nightingale — 
Sing on, rare bird ! at ev'ning's fragrant hour. 

Till all the echoes all thy moods prolong ; 
Thy magic modulations have the pow'r 

To recreate my soul, as with a bath of song. 



They call thee sad — ^but sadness such as thine, 

To sorrow's self, were exquisite relief. 
They say thou griev'st — then, grief is half divine, 

Warbled by thee, the very "joy of grief." 
Yet, when its accents o'er my senses steal. 

As stars the reign of solitude restore, 
My dearest memories to the past appeal. 

And my lost lov'd ones live — ^to die once more ! — 
Once more my utter anguish to renew. 

My desolation, and my blank dismay. 

So deeply lov'd, so loveable, were they. 
So truly portions of ourselves they grew ; 
But, as I writhe in earth-regarding woe. 
Thy tones, no more depressed, now, high, and heavenward, 
flow. 

At once, I mount on Faith's sustaining wing. 

My thoughts expanding, and my soul elate ; 
Fond Visions, then, their consolation bring, 

And give me glimpses of the golden gate 
Thro' which those lov'd ones, rob'd in white, appear. 

And look so happy in the perfect ranks. 
My grief is turn'd to gladness, in the tear 

Which, for their early bliss, gives God my thanks. 
Thus, thus. Enchanter ! from thy loftier strains, 

I draw a solace nothing can dispel ; 
Forget my losses in my offspring's gains, 

And taste a peace surpassing words to tell ; 
Absorb'd in meditation, as mine ears 
Combine thy gushing tunes with music of the spheres. 



SUNLIGHT UPON THE WATERS. 



Sunlight upon the waters — when 'tis thrown 

O'er some smooth Lake reflecting beam for beam ; 
Or when it seems, on countless ripples strown, 

A rain of stars ; — how beautiful to seem ! — 
When, with the cataract, it leaps, and dashes, 

Headlong, to atoms in the spray below, 
And, as the dazzled eye repeats its flashes. 

Melts to the likeness of th' etherial bow ; 
When, in that bow itself, serenely spread 

Across the clouded concave, it appears 
A pathway for Th' Invisible to tread, 

A marshall'd Phosphorescence of the spheres ; 
Then, Sunlight on the waters is a theme 
For Poet's raptur'd gaze, and loftiest waking dream. 
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Lo ! on a lesser scale, attractive still, 

Spangling in dew-drops on the bladed grass ; 
Warming the shallows of the pebbly rill 

Thro' which, with naked feet, the urchins pass ; 
When, in some garden-basin, large, or small, 

It draws the basking inmates to the brim. 
And, on their scales of gold and silver, fall 

The rays that pierce the fluid where they swim ; 
Or when some well-oar*d boat, in swift advance. 
Quickens the strokes from which the ripples glance ; 
Or when, to take bis bath, th' imperial Swan 

Flutters, for glee, the surface in his track. 
Stoops his arch'd neck, down-diving, and, anon, 

ShoVrs liquid brilliants o'er his wings, and ruffled back. 

Trebly the theme — when, view'd from some great height, 

At morn it radiates skyward from the main ; 
Or when at noon, insufferably bright. 

The billows blaze along the crystal plain ; 
Or when at even, in the purpling West, 

The fleecy vapours catch chameleon-dyes. 
While at their feet, in soften'd splendor dress'd. 

The ever-undulating Ocean lies ; 
Or when, by terrac'd lawn, or statued place. 

Some copious fountain jets refreshing streams 
Which, from their crested summits to their base. 

Sparkle, and revel, in the arrowy beams ; — 
In every phase, the Poet doth perceive 
The Beautiful on earth, in which his race believe. 



y 



MOONLIGHT UPON THE WATERS. 



If, from the lordly Sun, more genial rays, 

To warm and cheer humanity, unite ; 
His Sister-regent of the stars displays 

A more mysterious, meditative, light ; 
In this, the dim immensities we trace. 
In that, a festal joy for all our race. 
Forth on the Fancy's pinions ! O'er the main 

The Moon describes a causeway with its beams ; 
A shining track across the liquid plain ; 

Broad, and compact, tho' undulous, it seems : 
Awe creeps upon us as the distance blends. 
So glassy cold, with space that never ends ; 
And our thoughts scan it, chasten'd and subdu'd. 
The flesh is weak to grasp the spheral solitude. 
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Lo ! Moonlight on the waters — where, congeal'd, 

The Frost-king piles them in translucent halls, 
And dwells on peaks whose whiteness is reveal'd 

In light that daunts the gazer, yet, enthralls. 
Up, giddy mortal ! up the dazzling steeps, 

And shiver, like the sprites whom Dante shrin'd 
In ice — an avalanche beneath thee sweeps ! — 

The valleys shriek — Look upward, not behind ; 
The fascination of the tumbling mass 

Might snatch thee after it — On, upward, pass ! 
A shadow grows colossal, 'midst the range. 

Over against thee on thy slipp'ry height. 
And, when thou mov'st, it moves — how ghastly strange 

This spectre, on the snows, traced grimly to the sight. 

Reverse the scene, and, rambling hill and dale. 

In milder regions, mark the lunar rays 
Splash, in the waterfall ; or, silv'ry pale, 

Dance on the river where the west wind plays ; 
Or, flickering thro' some Vail' Ombrosa's boughs, 
Smile on yon pair, soul-deep in lovers' vows. 
Now, waft thee to the Ocean's maze, wherein 

Venice admires herself, like Eve beside 
The fountain, and thy pilgrimage begin. 

With the Moon full upon her palac'd tide : 
Or, at high summer, in thy native clime. 

To music floating from some woody shore, 
Hail, 'neath the starry cope, the light sublime 

Which Night, and her chaste Queen, upon the Waters 
pour. 
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THE NORTHERN LIGHTS. 



[NOM 1.] 



Behold, a pageant of the air — Behold, 
The Northmens " merry dancers " in the sky, 

Whose polar bearings, rarefied by cold, 
Disclose a frosty brilliance to the eye. 

From the horizon to the zenith's height, 

The atmosphere is all alive with light, 

Electrically pulsing to and fro ; 

Now, in white streams collected, seen to flow ; 

Now, tremulous throughout its vast extent, 

As tho' sensation to its throbs were lent ; 

Now, in that arch auroral, subtly trac'd, 

On columns breathing flame, superbly bas'd ; 

Now, in broad pencils, stretching left and right ; 

Sublime as limitless, these courses of the night. 
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Another change. — The vault above appears 

Ribb'd with ten thousand rays, like bristling spears ; 

^ow, straight, now, serpentine, they dart on high. 

And flash their wings of lightening as they fly, 

Till, distanee-dimm'd, the volatile array 

Melt into other shapes, or melt away. 

What other shapes ? — As tho' by contact massed. 

The myriad rays have set the skies on fire. 
Which glow, as when upon their depths are cast 

The flarings of some tall Volcano's pyre ; 
Or when some Conflagration paints its tale 
On night's expanse, to turn spectators pale. 
Lo ! while we gaze, the fiery features fuse — 
Like some dissolving view — their glare, in bloodstained 
hues. 

The crimsoii mellows into rosy red. 

The train of " merry dancers " reappears ; 
While coruscations, from their footsteps shed, 

Flutter, like Ignes fatui of the spheres. 
A star, on some sethereal errand sent. 
Shoots from yon steeps adown the firmament ; 
Strange sounds are heard, too mystic to define ; 
Too swift to analyse, new meteors shine. 
The Phosphor-spirit o'er the whole presides, 
And, the great revels, animates, and guides ; 
Pours the electric currents thro' the skies — 
A force to shatter worlds — in harmless guise ; 
Now, rests — or, until day-dawn, keeps its place. 
Its witnesses, the Stars — and its dominion, Space. 
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SNOWDON. 



Along Llanberris' Vale, as sunset glowM, 

And birds, with music, fill'd the ambient air ; 
For Snowdon's heights, in rev'rent mood, I rode. 

Fancying " The Bard," and " ruthless " Edward, there. 
Up the ascent I slowly wound my way. 

Lifting the vapours' curtain, till the Cone, 
Whence I might hail the sunrise, cloudless lay. 

And, in the clear, cold, flood of moonlight, shone. 
My guide now slept — 'twas night's enchanted noon ; 

Ey'd by the countless stars, I could not sleep. 
But, awestruck, gaz'd and listened ; passing soon. 

Catching the voice of nature, and the deep ; 
The throbbings of the ocean-pulse of earth ; 
The world's rotation, motion's ceaseless birth. 
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Fear fell upon me, like a sense alive 

To dying ; by the scene, my mind, overwrought, • 
Exposed the weakness of the flesh to strive 

With phantasies of overpowering thought. 
My guide now starts from slumber, pointing east, 

The Matin-star first glimmering, as he spoke. 
Straightway, my spirit, from its trance releas'd. 

To new and glad realities awoke. 
Lo ! with the dawn, the far horizon teems, 

Mark its chill, pale, gradations into light ; 
West, are the stars — ^the morn's advancing beams. 

East, have already put the stars to flight. 
The distance clears, and milder grow the skies ; 
Now, heralds of their king, his radiations rise. 

No Persian, on his hilltop worshipping, 

Fresh from some drear captivity set free ; 
No chain-burst Eagle, on exultant wing. 

Plunging in day's unfathomable sea ; 
No "joy of awe " which Poet e'er defin'd ; 

No hope quite realised, if not siu'pass'd ; 
Can fully typify my frame of mind — 

Of perfect life a precious antepast — 
As, thro' the Orient's light-emblazon'd arch, 

Wheel'd into view the beatific Sun ! 
A vital presence on its kindling march, 

A Victor with the world from darkness won ! 
His high-noon Coronation I attend. 
Nor, till the shadows slope, my course down Snowdon bend. 
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TO THE SHRUBBERY, AT SOUTHEND, 

IN ESSEX. 



Spot of all spots, to me supremely dear ! — 

Where, with the Tragic and the Lyric Muse, 
I've held sweet converse, oft perplex'd to choose 

Betwixt the two, each ravishing mine ear. 

Where, as in Banquo's glass, " The Stepdame " grew ^^'^ 
An apparition visible, and, then. 

Her fearful form and character I drew. 
Oh, may the portrait vindicate my pen ! 

Where, on thine inner knoll as I reclin'd. 

Our heart-lov'd children shouted on the breeze, 
Coursing thy labyrinth of shrubs, and trees ; 

And she, my Pride, their gentle Mother twin'd 

Her arm around my neck, or, starting forth, 

Chas'd, like a playful fawn, our merriest rogues on 
Earth. 
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Where, on thy frontward rise, enehain'd the while. 

East, tow'rd the gates of Ocean we may turn ; 
As, come and go, the Navies of our Isle, 

That knit our strength, and our dominion earn. 
These, as they swarm in panoramic change, 
Hug the near shore, or in the offing range ; 
Telling of that proud Port of London, West, 

Where Earth, in its productions, finds a home ; 
To which Old Tyre were barb'rous, at the best, 

A den of thieves, aggressive, warring, Rome. 
Where South, the Sheerness-fort, in distance dim. 

Salutes each morn, and even, with its guns ; 
And thou, behind us, North, in foliag'd trim. 

To contemplation's shades, do'st woo her fav'rite sons. 

Again the knoll ! — where Milton might have dream 'd 

His waking dreams — or such as sooth'd his rest, 
When, sleeping, to th' Italian Maid he seem'd 

The half divine ideal of her breast. 
Where Shakspeare might have drunk at nature's shrine ; 
Or Collins nurs'd the extacy divine ; — 
Where, first, I sang that — "Poland shall be free"; ^^'^ 

Where, later, for her woes, I shed "A Tear"; W 
Where, so my life be spar'd, I trust to be 

Some memorable day — that day be near ! — 
When, by the great occasion, greatly fir'd, 

" Poland restored," triumphant, I may sing, 
And prove my sorrowing harp was grief-inspir'd, 

When it foretold of time that healing on his wing. 
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THE OCEAN AND ITS PHOSPHORESCENCE. 



The good Ship swims along the moonlit tides ; 

The limitless all-highway, where the Ocean 

Types the perpetual, by its ceaseless motion ; 
And, Uke some lithe, enormous, serpent, glides ; 
Some palpitating monster, in its girth 
Voluminously circling round the Earth. 
The breezes stiffen as the ship careers. 

Instinct with speed and strength, along the deep ; 
A mystery of volition it appears, 

And onward, of its innate force, to sweep ; 
Its dauntless pinions o'er th' abyss extended ; 

Their rush how strange, yet musical, to hear, 
As, with the piping of the winds, 'tis blended. 

And roaring of the world of waters far and near. 

c 
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Lo ! Fancy giveth chase — her sea-swift barque 
Shoots o'er the brine, like arrow to its mark — 
By vulgar eyes too sacred to be seen, 
Her crew of fairies glitter round their Queen — 
She scales the vessel's side, and takes her place, 

High on its prow, to watch its venturous course, 
Its wrestlings with the elements to trace. 

And, of its feats, frame eloquent discourse. 
Now, on the upper deck, in converse, stand 

Some British hearts of oak, to catch the breeze, 

And gaze, refreshingly, upon the seas. 
And bask in light unknown on solid land : 
Friends, too, who voyage forth, are summon'd there, 
A group of either sex, sights nautical to share. 

Drink, drink, the while ye may, the skydown flood 

Of argent splendor, and its mirror'd lustre ; 
Before the wind, the clouds begin to scud, 

Huge, as Leviathans in shoals, they muster, 
Spreading a thunder-pall across the skies ; 
Evoking darkness o'er the depths to rise. 
But, blacker as it scowls, a brightness groweth. 

Brighter, and brighter, o'er the surface cast. 
Where the wing'd Rider of the billows showeth 

The imprint of its presence where it passM, 
Depicted broadly in the lambent flame 
Lit by its fiery speed, and massive frame. 
As tho' the Galaxy, from yonder sphere 
When it is curtain'd out, were wave-attracted here. 
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Mark ! where its rapid way the War-ship cleaveth, 
Countless, around the prow, the foam-jets leap, 

And, tow'rds the track the bold Ondasher leaveth, 
Shelv'd by its sides, in coruscations sweep. 

Is it some sea-volcano's spume, that glows 

Down the Ship's wake, igniting as it flows ? 

Or mantling Phosphorescence, 'neath the spread 

Of ebon Night, self-luminously shed ? 

The more its length outstretcheth to the eye, 

Tho' we fly from it, it appears to fly. 

Sudden as thought, afront the distant Bight, 
Whirlwind and Waterspout their battle wage. 
And sea and air are mingled in their rage ; 

Crowd sail, O gallant Ship ! from their engulphing might. 

Loudly, the clashing elements dispute. 

Like Titans grappling, or for death, or life ; 
While, o'er them, meteors scintillate, and shoot, 

As, Stars were struck to atoms by their strife. 
These, on the stern ward view — but now, around. 

On ev'ry side, the thunder-drops let fall. 
In giant globules, flashing light, rebound. 

And, barely, yon aerial rout forestal. 
Which toss the liquid masses mountain-high. 

And drown the gentle phosphorescent glow ; 
And trump the daggered lightnings from the sky : 

And drive the friendly voyagers below ; 
Where, in snug berths, the night-watch overhead. 
They shall recall the scene, in dreams devoid of dread. 

c2 
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THE DOUBLE RAINBOW. 



Who worthily the Rainbow can portray ? 

Girding th' aerial concave at a span — 

Blessed token of God's covenant with man — 
Who fitly sketch its transitive display ? 
Lo ! as we gaze, the Bow, redoubled, gleams. 
Depict, who can the fusion of its beams ! 
Two Hemispheral Arcs of seven-ribb'd hues, 

That, canopied aloft, expanded shine ; 
The evanescent splendors they diflfiise, 

In Poetry, or Painting, we'll enshrine : 
With the mind's vision, on their phases pore ; 
Their fleeting presence vividly restore ; 
And fancy they are spread for Angels' feet, 
Who walk the realms of space their functions to complete. 



The Clouds dispart — ^the Bows are rent, and torn, 
The sldey semicircles broken through ; 

Till the air-vapours, o'er the chasms borne, 
Piecing with weaklier tints, the Bows renew. 

Their colours primitive, and mingled, seen 

In chequer'd sweeps — as, first, in folds serene. 

What thought the Ancients of this air-drawn show? 
What thinks the Savage in his regions wild ? — 
Gross barbarism's superstitious child — 

What, of its elements, doth Science know? 

Enough to trace its marveb to their cause. 

And illustrate the scope of Nature's laws ; 

But not enough — inscrutable the theme ! — 

From superficial proofs, to solve Creation's scheme. 
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THE SCULPTOR OF THE PRESENT DAY. 



No. 1. 

Cold marble to infuse with life-like glow ; 

And form, with perfect symmetry, combine ; 
On stone expressive features to bestow ; 

Magician of the chisel ! this is thine. 
To take a rib from out the solid rock. 

And shape it, all but breathing, into man ; 
Some snorting steed to carve from yonder block ; 

Or groups, in prominent relief, to plan : — 
This is thy calling ; this thy lofty aim, 

Oh ! may its best conceptions be fulfilled : 
'Neath clouds, and sunshine, be thou still the same ! 

By no vicissitudes, thine ardor chilFd : 
So may'st thou, not unfruitfuUy, aspire 
Some Masterpiece to add to those Mankind admire. 
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THE SCULPTOR OF THE PRESENT DAY. 



No. 2. 

With light and shade, the Painter weaves his spell, 

And colours, well contrasted, well combined ; 
The Artist who in Sculpture would excel, 

For closer finish toils, and more refin'd — 
For striking Outline, ay, without a flaw, 

Fitly inform'd with curvilinear grace ; 
Keeping in constant view, that nature's law. 

Next to expression, gives proportion place. 
For these he toils, and toileth not in vain. 

As busts, and statues, grow beneath his hand ; 
In some, the exquisite achieved — again. 

In some, the forcible — in some, the grand. 
Thrice noble art ! thy modern sons inspire. 
As thy great Masters strove, to strive, and never tire. 
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THE PAINTER. 



The Painter is a Poet ! through his skill, 

Reaching th' imagination, and the heart ; 
His the sole universal symbol — still 

Denied to human Language — his the art 
Babel's diversity of tongues to blend. 
And speak — in pictures, all can comprehend. 
His scenes are rainbow-ting'd ; or cloth'd in gloom ; 

Or rife with tears ; or redolent with joy ; 
.As Nature's charms along his canvas bloom ; 

Or life's varieties his pow'rs employ. 
The transient grows enduring, at his will ; 

The evanescent vanisheth no more ; 
Thro' him, The pass'd away their places fill. 

And comfort us with smiles, those smiles that once they 
wore. 
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The Milton of the pencil, he displays 

. As much of Heav'n as mortal ken may beai' 

Or, Pandemonium awiully portrays, — 

A Dante in the precincts of despair ! — 
Or, from the terrible, — to Nature true, — 
Turning, unfolds her beauties to the view : 
Clothes palaces and plains in sunny sheen. 
And tints their waving foliage lasting green ; 
Or silvers, with the Moon's serener light. 
The Landscape sleeping 'neath the vault of Night ; 
Or seeks the mansion, and the lowly cot. 
And — for the poor man's sake — contrasts their lot ; 
Or marshals peaceful groups ; or, warlike deeds ; 
And, in his highest sphere, Th' historical, succeeds. 



( 



2Q 



ECHO. 

A POETICAL EXTRAVAGAKZA. 



What art thou ? whence art thou ? where art thou, Echo ? 

What art thou? whence art thou? where art thou, 
Echo? 
That is no answer, sweet chimer ! sweet chimer ! 

That is no answer, sweet chimer ! sweet chimer ! 
Fie, like the Cuckoo, thou'rt always a mocking ; 

Fie, like the Cuckoo, thou'rt always a mocking ; 
He mocks himself, but thou, all that thou hearest. 

He mocks himself, but thou, all that thou hearest. 
I long to see thee, and give thee a greeting : 

I long to see thee, and give thee a greeting : 
Therefore, come hither, come hither, come hithei'. 

Therefore, come hither, come hither, come hither. 
Under this arch, by this soft-flowing river. 

Under this arch, by this soft-flowing river. 
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Or, in thy whisp'ring gallery, yonder. 

Or, in thy whisp'ring gallery, yonder, 
Amphitheatrical, 'midst the green mountains, 

Amphitheatrical, 'midst the green mountains, 
Traversed by valleys with pleasant approaches ; 
' Traversed by valleys with pleasant approaches ; 
Seek to me, speak to me, show me thy features. 

Seek to me, speak to me, show me thy features. 
Hide thee not, still, in yon bosky recesses ; 

Hide thee not, still, in yon bosky recesses ; 
Fly me not, sweet ! lest, like Absalom flying. 

Fly me not, sweet, lest, like Absalom flying. 
Sadly, thy hair in the trees be entangled. 

Sadly, thy hair in the trees be entangled. 

Come to yon Lake, at its furthermost margin ; 

Come to yon Lake, at its furthermost margin ; 
Timid ! its volume shall keep us asunder. 

Timid ! its volume shall keep us asunder. 
And, in its mirror, shall paint us a marvel, — 

And, in its mirror, shall paint us a marvel, — 
Thee — without veil o'er thy volatile beauty. 

Thee — without veil o'er thy volatile beauty. 
Come to me, shy One ! I'm weary of waiting. 

Come to me, shy One ! I'm weary of waiting. 
Grant me a glimpse — what, not yield to my wooing ? 

Grant me a glimpse— what, not yield to my wooing ? 
Go, then, cold mocker ! I'll woo thee no longer. 

Go, then, cold mocker ! I'll woo thee no longer. 



PAET II. 
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JANUARY. 



Wayb high the blossom'd Laurustinus-bough, 

Midst peals of merry bells, and sports, and glee ; 
Nor let the Husbandmen resume the plough, 

Till yon fresh comers duly honoured be ; 
For January leads the young New Year, 

The twain high mettled, and with hope elate ; 
Tho', round their forms, cold winds, and clouds, career, 

And barren would appear their first estate. 
But barren it is not ! The teeming sheep 

Bleat in their folds ; the kine, in field, or stall. 
The game, in wood, or copse, productive keep ; 

Outdoors, and in, are rural stores for all ; 
While, here and there, just peer above the soil 
Signs of the quickening life wherewith its womb doth toil. 
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FEBRUARY. 



Neab the paJe primrose, and, in long array, 
Lifting their flags of truce to Winter ruds^ 
Like white-rob'd Nuns amid their solitude, 
Or Vestals sacred in the ancient day ; 
See where the ever-modest Snowdrops peep, 

With dove-like promise of serener hours ; 
In living things the late-chill'd pulses leap 

To greet these herald-chastities of flow'rs. 
But flakes descend ; or frosts the branches hide 

In spangling rime, and rime is ,on the land ; 
Soon, o'er the prospect, milder currents glide. 

Till crops, and meadows, verdantly expand. 
The birds, now, pair ; the leading germs unfold ; 
Mezereons robe in pink ; the Gorse comes forth in gold. 
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MARCH. 



Winter retreats — as one, whose swoon is o'er, 

Wakes, with faint signs, to life, from seeming dead. 
So, th' awakened Earth, benumb'd no more, 

Melts into smiles that o'er her features spread. 
Above the ground, like plumps of fairy spears, 

The crocuses, and daffodils, arise ; 
Aloft, its graceful limbs the almond rears ; 

'Midst clouds of dust his task the Sower plies. 
The buds now swell perceptibly ; the wheat 

Spreads o'er the furrows ; lambs are in the field ; 
Their treetop nests the cawing rooks complete ; 

Gushes of freshness glades, and thickets, yield. 
The days are lengthening, and the Lark, awing, 
" At heav'n's gate sings " — List ! List ! his welcome to the 
Spring. 
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APRIL. 



The Equinoctial gales are lull'd to rest ; 

The tiny choristers retune their strains ; 
As timid April, by the Sun caress'd, 

Now, with her breath of violets, walks the plains : 
And, when her Lord, like some enamour'd youth, 

Dwells on the changeful colours of her cheek. 
She, like some Maid, heart-certain of his truth. 

Smiles, thro' her tears, the bliss she cannot speak. 
Now shines the Rainbow ! — Now, in varied green, 

The boughs unfurl their foliage to the sky ; 
Those that, the earliest, decorate the scene, 

Like an half-dress'd Regatta, strike the eye. 
The swallows reappear — and Spring invites 
All creatures to partake her keen, yet pure, delights. 
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MAY. 

[NOTB 6.] 



Thbige welcome, genial Month ! whose balmy sway 

Fosters, to full magnificence, the show 
Of blossoms that rejoice the face of day, 

And, in the fructifying sunlight, glow. 
Airs, precious with perfume, are thine to breathe, 

And particoloured robes are thine to wear ; 
Favours, for thee, the cherry-orchards wreathe ; 

For thee climbs white the promise of the pear. 
The pink-ey'd applecup prolongs thy reign ; 

Daisies, and buttercups, and cowslips gay ; 
The hawthorns' flakes ; the tulips' gorg'ous train ; 

The lilacs' plum'd; the chesnuts' tall array; 
Nature keeps holiday whilst thou, the Queen 
Of rustic sports, do'st rear thy Maypole on the green. 
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JUNE. 



The tender fruits unfolding to the Sun, 

To drink its beams, and hoard their vital powV ; 
Delightful May, her spring-time duty done. 

Marries with June, and seeks their summer-bow'r. 
See, the laburnums flaunt their saflfron locks ; 

The broom, in silver, or in gold, is bright ; 
Itself, throughout the day, the cuckoo mocks ; 

The nightingale keeps musical the night. 
The bee is roving, humming as he goes ; 

The peonies are gemm'd with passing showers ; 
The butterfly is smitten with the rose ; 

In gaudier trim, the rhododendron towers ; 
The clovers are aflush — and, now, the heats 
Urge to the cooling streams, and spread the haymown- 
sweets. 
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JULY. 



The clean-rak'd fields resume their green attire ; 

The sheep, close-shorn, yet panting, faintly bleat ; 
The grasshoppers have still'd their chirping quire ; 

Horses and kine beneath the trees retreat. 
The stately swan, amid the noontide blaze, 

On lake or river, tow'rd their isles, or creeks. 
Leading her cygnets thro' the lilied maze, 

The tangled shade, or reedy margin, seeks. 
The earlier fruits are ripe — to tempt, and treat, 

The present thirst ; or store their juicy wealth 
Of currants, berries rich, and cherries sweet ; 

A vintage that invigorates the health. 
And scents of lavender, sweet pea, and flow'rs — 
Ma mignonne — eglantine — revive the drooping hoiurs. 
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AUGUST. 



The scarlet poppies skirt the rip'niog oorp ; 

Light winds across its waving masses aweep 
Yon stragglers thro' its tracks, breaat-high, adorn 

The spot, as boats, the rolling of the deep. 
The Sun's own flow'r its flamy orb displays. 

Tending its idol's triumph thro' the spheres : 
The Lady's bow'r the jessamine arrays, 

The Lady's there — ^how lovely she appears ! 
The forward apple now, and now the pear, 

Speckling the orchards' rows, attract the sight ; 
The roses' loss the hollyhocks repair, 

Stocks — asters — marigolds — exult in light. 
And, see, the reapers toil — the sheaves are bound — 
The harvest-wains drag home— and feasts, and songs, go 
round. 
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SEPTEMBER. 



Weave us a thousand dahlias into one, 

What time September groups her floral train : 
Serve us a banquet, long before the Sun 

Go down, in molten rainbows, to the main. 
Yon lawn of fountains velvet where 'tis spread ; 

Sweet with clematis ev'ry near alcove. 
Where tassell'd honeysuckle, overhead, 

Trembles to music from the neighboring grove. 
Bring apricots, and plums of bloomy hue ; 

Peaches — elixir of the solar beams — 
The fruit that melts in nectar ; and the dew 

With which the grape, gold-green, or purple, teems : 
The burnished Moon to light us, as the breeze, 
Lulling the day to rest, glides dancing thro' the 
trees. 
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OCTOBER. 



The Woods put on their garb of russet dye, 

Ambei*'d, and crimson'd, in the Autumn's rays ; 
The fallen leaves in moist profusion lie ; 

Pheasants are bagg'd ; and hunting scours the ways. 
Anew, the ploughmen turn the healthy soil ; 

The threshers wield the cheerful-sounding flail ; 
The thatchers crown the stacks ; the hedgers toil ; 

And weighty hives for honey-jars avail. 
His cultured breadths the watchful farmer sows ; 

Fodder and fuel swell his prosperous hoard ; 
The gardens, still, their hardier flow'rs disclose, 

With fruits that keep — now pick'd, and soundly 
stor'd ; 
Cider and wine-press with their freight overflow ; 
October ale is brew'd ; and hearth-fires newly glow. 
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SPRING. 



Exhilarating time I — thro' young and old. 

Pouring sensations of new life and joy ; 

Restoring pleasures that can never cloy ; 
In thee, with exultation, we behold 
A rapid resurrection, and display 
Of growths that seem to issue from decay ; 
As Earth that lay, so long, acold and bare, 
Reclad by thee, with smiles repays thy care. 
Bridesmaid of Summer ! with thy mantle green. 

So grateful unto winter-wearied eyes ; 
And tresses, lustrous in their floral sheen ; 

And fragrance shed about thee, which we prize 
Most of thy attributes ; the while I sing. 
Oh, hasten to our clime, regenerating Spring ! 
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Wait on her path with offerings for the bride 

Whom, with the zephyrs round about thee dancing, — 
Their wings of gossamer in clear light glancing, — 

Thou go'st to usher forth in virgin pride. 

Waft music to her ears from hill and dell ; 

From feather'd minstrels, and from lowing kine ; 

From flocks, soft bleating to the tinkling bell ; 

From purling brooks ; or thence, where boughs entwine 

Melodious meshes, which the transient air 
Tuneth in concord ; — tearful-laughing Spring ! 

Prepare her way before the worshipped fair. 

Thy sister— Summer— whom her sumptuous king, 

The Sun that lives in light above our head. 

To bless her with increase, rejoicing, hastes to wed. 
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SUMMER 



The regal Sun his queenly bride espouses ; 

Young Summer, she, love-gazing in his eyes : 
At their imperial board the pair carouses, 

As strains right jubilant around them rise. 
In coronation-pomp — more joy to bring 
His mate's fond heart — appears her radiant king. 
Now, as they issue forth, their progress spreads 

An atmosphere of innocent delight ; 
The Earth, for them, its rarest inieense sheds ; 

The daisies' milky way, for them, is dight. 
Anon, they bathe them in the bubbling rill ; 
Or, stretch'd on mossy bank, for bliss lie still ; 
Now, rouse the ev'ning, till its curtains close, 
And the dark-singing bird lulls, night-long, their 
repose. 
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Season of shady coverts, and of heats 
That parch the surface, and oppress the air, 

Till thunder-storms, evok'd from their retreats, 
At once, the sultriness, and droughts, repair. 

Season in which the Poet's soul rejoices, 

As hills and plains resound with jocund voices ; 

When the sweet time of Roses brings to all, 

Glimpses of Paradise before the fall. 

Season for trips on rivers, lakes, or seas ; 
Season for costly shows of summer-flowers, 
Thro' nature's walks, or taste's selected bow'rs ; 

And fruits, in gold, or purple, on the trees : 

Season for roving woods ; and groves ; and dales ; 

Fair meads ; and breezy heights ; and clover-crimson'd 
vales. 

In groves, and woods, to list their native choirs ; 

The chaunting of the winds among their aisles : 
In dappled meads to hail the village spires ; 

To bless the growing corn where'er it smiles : 
Thro' rocky dales quaint Echo to pursue ; 
Or calm content in fertile vales to woo ; 
Or, by the sun-slopes of the downs, to rise 
Where, spread around for leagues, the prospect lies. 
To those I love, O Summer season ! be 

Active to brace them against Winter's ills ; 
Store them with health, as yonder busy bee. 

Its wholesome hive with stores of honey fills. 
To those who use thee thankfully, impart 
Encrease of vital strength, and happiness of heart. 
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AUTUMN. 



Lo ! Autumn setteth forth, in ruddy health, 
To range his corn-sweeps waving far and wide ; 
He calls his lusty reapers to his side. 
And bids them gather in his ripen'd wealth. 
With scythe and sickle steadily they drudge, 
Nor, since he treats them well, their labour grudge. 
Now, from the plenteous uplands, or the plains. 
The weighty sheaves o'erhang the groaning wains ; 
Mark how the ricks, as tho' by magic, grow, 
In yard, or snug afield, a goodly show : 
And, while the gleaners thro^ the stubble roam — 
Children, and rustic crones, and crippled hands, 
Perchance, some village Ruth among their bands — 
Autumn, with thankftd heart, keeps open harvest- 
home. 
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His great Com-reapings carried and bestowed — 

The vegetable gold, so aptly styl'd — 

In stacks and granaries securely pil'd ; 
Bronz'd Autumn, now, recruits upon his road. 
Thro' his Hop-gardens, next, he strips the bines, 
Where, round its poles, the plant, for acres, twines ; 
Whose pick shall give the Malt he loves to brew. 
The right aroma, and the flavour true. 

Now, nutting, with his rural Folk he goes ; 
Or hunts for blackberries, with youthful bands, 
And shouts to see them scratch their eager hands, 

Or gathers elderberries ripe, and sloes : 
The while his mulberry trees fruit-dotted grown. 
Our Shakspeare call to mind, in thought, beside his own. 

'Neath warmer skies the Vintage-song resounds, 

'Midst glowing clusters of the trelliss'd vines ; 
Our colder clime in orchard-stores abounds ; 

Cider and Perry, our old English wines ! 
Fresh Spring may dress her garments all in green ; 

Summer, with flow'rs, bestrew their ev'ry fold ; 
Autumn in costlier garniture is seen. 

His festive robes superbly shot with gold. 
But, glitt'ring dews, at morn ; and fogs, at eve ; 

Hasten the gathering of the fruits of earth ; 
Let not the falling leaves the thoughtful grieve. 

They are the nurture of a future birth — 
With frosts, and rains, and gusts, that purge the air — 
Of verdure to reclothe the limbs now stript and bare. 
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WINTER. 



Who Cometh, with the nightfall, o'er the plain, 

His scanty locks wind-lifted, and his beard 
Rigid with icicles ? One seeming fain, 

Wretched of plight, with shelter to be cheer'd. 
The yew-trees blacken o'er him as he strides 
Past the old Church, whose graves the snowdrift hides. 
Now, thro' the casement of yon homestead bleak — 

Lone contrast of the lonelier sacred pile — 
He. notes a genial glare th' interior streak, 

From its broad hearth, himself bechill'd the while. 
Tho' wayworn, thitherward he fares apace, 

And sharply knocketh, till the inmates hear, 
Who, as they scan his weather-wearied face, 

In cordial tones exclaim — '^ Come in, and house thee 
here.'' 
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Loud laugheth Winter^ as the sparkling logs 

Thaw his numbM limbs like sunshine ; loud laugh they, 

His simple hosts who welcome him to stay ; 
And no dull care their merry chorus clogs ; 

But home-brew'd ale goes foaming round the throng, 

Who greet their visitor with dance and song. 

Hark ! in their pause for breath, the outer coil 
Of blasts that brook no stop, and sleety rains 
That splash, and rattle, on the brittle panes, 

And call their master forth, to help their toil. 

But he, right loth the social spell to break, 
Shouts to the clamourers, to work his will — 
To cleanse the earth and air — the springs to fill — 

And leave their chief, awhile, his Christmas-ease to take. 

Now, overhead, the mistletoe he spies. 
And kisseth all the maidens 'neath the bough. 
Roughly, and like a wooer from the plough, 
And each, with willing jests, or cuffs, replies. 
See, from their sports they cease, and, round the blaze. 
Circle, to tell strange tales of other days : — 
Of whelming floods ; which Winter claims as those 
That sav'd the soil from barrenness ; Of snows 
Lasting, and deep : the which the Greybeard terms, 
A wealth of warmth, and growth, to Nature's germs. 
And thus he points the moral of their tales, 
Till midnight o'er his drooping lids prevails ; 
Then, that their guest, refreshed, his tasks may meet, 
They lull him to repose with Carols passing sweet. 
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PAET III. 



SYMPATHY. 



In others' joy I take unfeigned joy ; 

In others' happiness I find a balm ; 
So that the first be pure, without alloy, 

The latter, equable, benign, and calm. . 
By others' griefs my spirits are oppress'd ; 

And, when I witness pain, myself am pain'd ; 
Therefore, I'm fain to comfort the distress'd, 

And to sustain, as I would be sustain'd. 
Let the unfeeling hug themselves in pride. 

Nor show the Sympathy some day they'll need ; 
For me, such selfish conduct spurn'd aside. 

My Sympathy shall live in word, and deed : 
I'll strive to do my duty by my kind, 
Hoping for one reward — ^tranquillity of mind. 
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" Give to the poor and lend unto the Lord/' 

Thy God, who giveth thee the pow'r to give ; 
By whom thou art — by whom his creatures live — 

Give gratefully, and wait for thy reward. 
Remember who it is that saith, " the poor 

Always ye have with you,'' and guard the heart, 
Lest pride or condescension bear a part 

In acts, by sympathy alone, kept pure. 
Be thy whole soul by charity refin'd, 

From impulse less than sense of duty sprung ; 
Haste to bind up the wounds thou'rt call'd to bind. 

And soothe the aching hearts that grief hath wrung. 
By charitable sympathy possessed, 
In blessing others, thou shalt ever be thrice bless'd. 

O Land of Sympathy ! large-hearted land ! ^"^ 

Britain, my Country ! model to the earth. 
In works of true Philanthropy, that stand 

An ever-growing record of thy worth. 
Thou aggregate of individual zeal, 
Leav'ning the mass, and rousing it to feel ! 
By Sympathy, in gen'rous deeds we share. 

And thrill with pleasure when the Good succeed. 
With godlike aim, and persevering care. 

To serve their fellow-creatures at their need. 
By Sympathy with virtue, love, and truth. 
Our minds, whate'er our years, enjoy unfading youth. 
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A PLEA FOR 
THE TEN HOUBS' FACTORY BILL. 

[NoTi 8.] 



O Britain ! O my Country ! stay the pest — 
The epidemic canker-lust of gain — 
Which threatens all things, sacred and profane, 

And eats Man's heart away within his breast. 

It stalks thy soil, with lep'rous front and mien, 

And, its worst omen, shrinks not to be seen. 

'Tis this insatiate lust, which, grasping all 
For Mammon, and his wealth-besotted few. 

Would hasten, Britain ! thy decline and faU, 
And slay thee, as Rome's empire erst it slew. 

" Live, and let live," in characters of light, 
Stamp on thy laws, to check the slaves of gold. 
By whom their fellow-men are bought and sold. 

Unless the weaker find in thee their arm of might. 
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Now, hear me for the weakest of the weak ; 

Their masters and their parents double thrall ; 
For parents, brutalis^d by want, will seek 

Toil's meag'rest fruits, whatever else befall, 
And, in their offspring's premature decay, 
Reckless wiU share, because, alas ! 'twill pay ! 
But theirs the fault who, brutalis^d by gain, 

Clutch it, unmov'd, thro' suff 'ring and disease ; 
These are the social Vampires to restrain. 

Whole Populations' stunters — dead'ners — these ! 
Who, by " all work," would make " no play " a fact. 
And, to one-half, the life of man contract. 
As, from the young, they banish youth away 
By tasks too long, each day, for labour of a day. 

O Gentlemen of England ! test The Right, 

Quit not your hearth-fires to detect The Wrong : 
But call your bright-ey'd children to your sight, 

They are well-limb'd, well-nurtur'd, fresh, and strong. 
Let your dear girls their brothers' summons share — 
Both sexes of the poor, now, claim your care ! — 
Say, would you, for your lives, your sturdier young 

Should toil like yonder weaklings— stiv'd, immur'd, 
But the two hours, from destitution wrung. 

Beyond " the Day " to other crafts secur'd ? 
If not. Oh ! doubt no more ; no longer pause ; 

Treat the cold theorists with stern contempt ; 
And, mercifully wise, enact us laws. 

From labour in excess, those weaklings to exempt. 

e2 
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A PLEA, FOR THE BETRAYED, THAT THEY 
BECOME NOT THE DESERTED. 

LNOTB 9.] 




" And, now, lie urges the disparity of our station." 

Ake you a Man ? If such you be, repair 

Amply, at once, the wrong that you have done : 
Drive not a gentle creature to despair ; 

Break not her heart because that heart is won. 
If she was fond — the fondness was for thee ! 

If bountiful — the bounty was thine own ! 
Forsake her — and remorse thy lot shall be ; 

Save her — and peace shall fill thy bosom's throne. 
These are not times the People will look on 

While heart-strings burst beneath the hoofs of pride 
Be false — ^when panders, parasites, are gone, 

God's, and all good men's, anger will abide, 
And brand thee for a brutal, dastard, thing, 
Who, in a Virgin's breast, did'st plant a Viper's sting. 
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Be franky and principled, and truly wise ; 

For worldly views refuse not to be just ; 
The callous-hearted, and the coarse, despise ; 

And, in thy better feelings, put thy trust ;— 
These will endure, to comfort and sustain 

Thy future, as their dictates are obey'd ; 
And mostly, then, when earthly gauds are vain, 

In sickness, or in death, to bring thee aid. 
Conscience is only happy when allied 

With pure humanities, and virtuous deeds ; 
The more the Rank by which it is defied. 

The deeper on itself the vulture feeds ; 
For it is, ever, vulture-feng'd to sin. 
While, in the good man's breast, it guards the peace within. 

Heed not the arrogant, the mean ones, heed 

The voice of nature, and the might of truth ; 
Since thou hast made a trusting bosom bleed, 

Be thine, with constancy, its pangs to soothe. 
Doth not that bosom's anguish form a spell 

Constraining thee to cherish, and protect ? 
Would'st thou, for pomp's ephemeral sake, do well, 

That spell to break ? that bosom to neglect ? 
Wed her ! and love her all the more for this. 

She trusted thee where trust like her's was fate ! 
Consuming torment, or enduring bliss. 

As thou art treach'rous to so fond a mate ; 
Or, prompt to quench the mis'ry of her heart. 
By holy, happy, rites, which pledge ye ne'er to part. 
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THE BRUTALISING LASH, 



FNon 10.] 



Up, to the rescue, Thinkers of the day — 
Chiefs of the pen — and Hierarchs of song — 
Champions of right — ^Anatomists of wrong- 
Humanity's invincible array ! 

Speak to the wav'ring Magnates of the realm ; 
Trump in their ears an ignominious fate, 
The people^s wrath, perchance, the people's hate, 

Which all their better claims shall overwhelm ; 

If longer, thro' a false, inhuman, fear, 

They palter with Barbarity's career ; 

And, traitors to Civilization's trust. 

Quail — to be wise — and merciful — and just — 

Upholders of a punishment, alack ! 

A Torture as complete as Pincers, and the Rack. 
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More ghastly lacerating than the twain ; 

More hideously like flaying men alive ; 
Fitter for scalping savage to maintain 

Than Christian-Chiefs, by Christian-ways, whoM thrive : 
A desecration fouler than the screw — 
The boot — ^the wheel — whose witnesses were few : 
For, lo ! his mates are congregated round 
The half-strippM, quiv'ring, culprit, halberd-bound. 
And, in each reeking blow that makes him roar. 
Threaten^ themselves — degraded o'er and o'er. 
How would they writhe, ay, ev'ry man, for shame, 
If, on the field, a host of women came. 
" From gory stripes,*' the People cry, " Forbear \^ 
Beware that spreading cry — Of Mutiny, beware ! 

No crime that erring mortal may commit 

Can prove a punishment of torture fit. 

Such means are remedies of evil date. 

Worse than the worst offence they would abate. 

Men brand it " Murder," when the Lash doth slay, 

Or its scared wretches put themselves away. 

" Permit a little of the lash '^ — as well, 

A little mutilation, as of eld ; 
Feeling and prudence at its use rebel. 

Its bestial rites in utter loathing held : 
" A little " is enough, ye moral quacks ! 

For infamy — and flogging victims raw — 
For gashes spurting blood — and naked backs, 

Expos'd — to rouse revolt against your law. 
Your " little " is enough your names to blight ; 
The Lash is world-abhorr'd — ^AboUsh it o\3Ltt\^\.\ 
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THE EARNINGS' TAX. 



[NOM 11.] 



A Tax on Earnings is a twofold bane : 
A blow to liberty— a clog on thrift — 
Less like a Statesman's than a Usurer's shift — 

Too long we've writh'd beneath its galling chain ! 

'Tis worse Economy than it would be, 
Ere fill'd with honey, to curtail the wax ; 

To root away some feeder of the tree ; 

Or drain a well-spring, like the Earnings' Tax ! 

But, these are petty views, compared with this, 
The constitutional, which, closely scanned. 

Shows something with our Freedom much amiss, 
When Government's a Pry throughout the land ; 

And Briton's homes their castles are no more. 

But Tax-inquisitors, alaa ! force locks at ev'ry door. 
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However large the Earnings, while they flow, 
But sap to form the growth, and not its fruit — 
But means to foster increase, nought to boot — 

Their vital principle no tax should know : 

To tax mere Earnings is a gross abuse. 

Only their savings tax, when put to use ! 

State-inquisition into private gains 

Is tyranny, in penalties, and pains : 

No greater bribe could Satan's self devise 

To steep the Nation to the throat in lies ; 

The tone of public morals to deprave, 

And turn the Commonwealth, one Common knave. 

This Tax of War, no skill can render just. 

Peace should repeal outright, or Peace betrays its trust ! 



58 



TO CLABE, 



THE NORTHAMPTONSHIRE PEASANT-POET. 



(Written many Years before his Decease). 



Bard of the cottage, and the lowly vale, 

And aspects that to rural life belong ; 
Home-speaker to the heart ! We bid thee, hail ! 

Amid the ranks of poesy and song — 
And, thro' thy strict initiation, pray 

That equal to thy promise thou be found ; 
Bearing, with modest mien, the gaze of day ; 

Thy manners simple, and thy morals sound. 
Immortal Burns was taken from the plough, 

To thrill the nation with his wondrous pen ; 
'Twas o'er his " Last " that Bloomfield breath'd the vow. 

To prove " the Farmer's Boy " the theme of Men. 
These are no more — but Ettrick's Shepherd, still, 
Will greet thee, Peasant-bard ! with brotherly goodwill. 



59 



TO THE MEMORY OF JOSEPH RITCHIE, 

FOBMERLT, BRITISH CONSUL TO TRIPOLI. 

(Wbittkn many Years ago). 



Young traveller of Afric ! on the eve 
Of thy far journey, I remember well. 
How thy Muse tun'd a sadly sweet farewell ; 

And droop'd, for pain Old Albion's cliflfs to leave. 

Yet, I thought not when, last, I wrung thy hand, 
And the dear friends who, parting, wept the day. 

Came fondly elusfring round, an anxious band. 
Youth, Beauty, Manhood, Age with locks of grey ; 

I thought not then, tho' sorrowful the hour, 
Thou went'st to battle with the red Siroc, 
Long, long, to strive, yet fall beneath its shock 

Oh ! had our fears forecast its fatal pow'r. 

We had entreated, till thy steps were stay'd ; 

I hear thee, chiding, say — " My rest had been delayM." 
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TO OUR POET OF THE PENCIL, 

(the late) 

JOHN MARTIN. 

[NOTB 12.] 



Hail, Poet of the Pencil ! bom to raise 

To second life — by Art's resources sure, 

Original, or copied, to endure — 
The groups, and palaces, of ancient days : 
Those, countless as the sands on Ocean's shore ; 

Colossal these of structure, and extent ; 

The whole, in magical perspective blent, 
The grandest epochs of the past restore. 
Awe-struck, we tread with thee Belshazzar's halls. 
And mark the Fingers trace his Empire's doom ; 
The Deluge to our memories recalls 

The Earth, one charnel-house — one wat'ry tomb — 
One Flooded Orb of horror, and of death. 
Those in the ark except, swept clean of living breath, 
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When Night* s dark angel Egypt's first-born smites, 

We crave the passover of Israel's lot ; 
Thy bow'r of bliss to Paradise invites, 

In fancy we're translated to the spot. 
As Joshna stays the Snn, we bate our breath ; 

When Babylon is fall'n, the cry is toU'd, 
As in our ears, the cry of woe and death. 

That erst, o'er Nineveh, in lightnings roUM. 
While the Archangel ruined holds debate, 

Outcast from bliss, in Pandemonium's deeps, 
Thron'd on a darken'd planet, his estate 

Seems rous'd despair, and terror o'er us sweeps, 
With its dun pinions, as the legion'd crew. 
Tier above tier glare round, appalling to the view. 

Enough, to honour thee, that we recount 

These, and the like conceptions of thy mind, 
Which, in their so munificent amount. 

While they exalt thyself, exalt thy kind. 
What though, of old, the Tow'r of Babel fail'd. 

To heav'n, in impious altitude, to rise ; 
Thee, thine own graphic prowess had avail'd, 

If thou had'st striv'n to climb, to reach the skies. 
Had'st thou design'd the Pyramids, the Nile 

More lengthen'd shadows on its land had seen ; 
Baalbec had tower'd a more stupendous pile, 

If thou its costly Architect had'st been : 
Or, on the desert, had Palmyra shone, 
A palac'd Oasis — how sumptuously thine own ! 
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THE ANTIGONE OF SOPHOCLES, 

As BEPRSSBNTED AT THB ThEATRB EoYAL, CoVENT GaBDEN, IN 

Januabt, 1845. 

[Non IS.] 



Last night I was in Athens, at the Play ; 

And sat beside Old Sophocles, the Bard 

The Grecians honour with their first regard ; 
Oh, proud event ! Oh, memorable day ! 
About us, and above us, hush'd, at peace, 

Throng'd Warriors, Sages, Wits — " the men who shake 
The Arsenal, and fiilmine over Greece " — 

The intellectual banquet to partake. , 

The Areopagus arrive in state ; 

The fiery-fickle Commons choke the rear : 
All hold their breath — the many, and the great — 

Euripides, the rival, pales for fear 
As, o'er the scene, first moves th^ heroic Maid, 
Antigone of Thebes, the doomed, the undismay'd. 
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The tale unfolds — The Chorus, next, advance. 
With high triumphal ode, and measurM dance. 
But now, incarnate type of law and sway. 

Imperial Creon comes, and strikes them mute ; 
Speaks the decree his subjects must obey ; 

Their Sov reign's edict who shall dare dispute ? 
No male of Cadmus' seed ? no kinsman bold ? 

No sojourner ? and, yet, before the throne, 
Ere cease the echoes of its will, behold, 

One, trembling, kneels to make these tidings known — 
"The dogs'-devoted dead hath been interred" — 

" Death be the culprit's doom '' — the Monarch cries — 
" To ignominious life be death preferr'd, 

" My Brother I entomb'd," Antigone replies. 

A deep, electric, murmur of delight 

Show'd Athens sympathising to the core. 
As, soul-erect, in nature's weak despite, 

Antigone stern Creon stood before. 
She's cast to die— shall Hsemon naught avail? 

Her death-plaint, naught ? beneath their despot's nod, 
Shame on them, shame ! his pliant nobles quail ; 

When, Lo ! a Prophet daunts their Demigod. 
And, when this Slayer fell in his career. 

Struck thro' his Son and Wife ; subdu'd and aVd, 
Rude Aristophanes relax'd his sneer ; 

Euripides was ravish'd to applaud ; 
While the huge Theatre's prolong'd acclaim 
Their conqu'ring Poet crown'd, with fortune, and with fame. 



64 



TO MISS VANDENHOFE, 

Ok heb p£bbokation of Antioone, in the Tbagedy of that 

Name. 

[Nora 14] 



Honour to her who, first, on British ground, 

Pourtray'd the sorrows of the Theban Maid ; 
And, when caprice upon the Drama firown'd. 

Its vital claims in novelty array'd. 
Who, from the phantom'd past, illum'd a theme 

To rouse, with passion's spells, the gen'ral mind ; 
To bid the sacred fount of tears to stream ; 

To purify the ways of humankind. 
Oh, could the Bard, two thousand years inurn'd, 

Start from his sleep to scan thy meaning face ; 
How were the triumphs of his Athens spurn'd ! 

Its male Antigones, devoid of grace — 
Its masks which, o'er the features, and the eye. 
Casting complete eclipse, eclips'd the soul, thereby ! 
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TO THE SAME, 

On her Recitation of "The Antigone," at Exeter Hall, 

THE 27th of June, 1849. 



Shall genius such as thine be lost to Art ? 

Such gifted beauty flourish unreveaPd ? 
Such grace and energy not play their part ? 

Such inspiration at its fount be seal'd ? 
Such passionate outpourings thrill the scene, 
like gleams of bliss, too ** few and far between "? 
The chivalry of intellect forbid. 
The age's treasure from the age be hid ! 
Behoves the foremost Nation of the earth, 
On high to elevate the foremost worth ! 
For this is she of whom the Grecian dream'd. 

The grand ideal that convinced his sight. 
When, on his trance, the revelation beam'd 

Of Creon's haughty line plung'd down to endless night. 
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Through the throng'd fiiture of two thousand years, 

E'en from thyself, the Bard his portrait drew ; 
Saw, in perfection, as she now appears, 

Antigone — dear, high-soul'd, Maid ! — in you. 
Never, till by thyself, the Poet's aim. 

Was fully vitalised, and all-express'd. 
No, not when Athens, revelling in his fame, 

With laurellM Crown, her tragic Hero dress'd. 
For masks, and Male Antigones, could ne'er 

Fulfil the purpose of his pregnant verse ; 
The chapter of the human face lay bare. 

The mind's emotions thro' the eye rehearse : 
As Greece had ne'er the Female Artist known, 
Thy lot was, first, to stamp Antigone thine own. 
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TO MR. VANDENHOFF, 

On his fine and pathetic personation op "Reuben," in the 

MAGNIFICENT DrAMA OF "AZAEL, THE PRODIGAL." 

[Note 16.J 



How like " A Rembrant," living to our eyes ! 

Thou Patriarch of Judah's royal strain ; 
Speaking, in old-world tones, the precepts wise 

That breathe of Israel's faith — nor breathe in vain ; 
For, when thine age's hope, thine only Son, 

Who leaves thy hearth, and almost breaks thy heart, 
Well nigh, by Memphis, from thy creed is won. 

Those anxious tones across his conscience start, 
And lo ! amid false sorceries, and wiles, 

Gorg'ous as earth's dominions can unite, 
He tow'rs — reclaimed — ^heroical — and smiles 

At martyrdom, and bids the smiters smite ; 
No, not for life, will he abjure the truth 
His Fathers' Fathers held, and thou did'st teach his youth. 
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The Priests of Isis hurl him to the Nile ; 

But Reuben's Grod preserves him from the wave ; 

He crawls the desert, abject as a slave : — 
And, now, he's left to perish : — for awhile, 

Hope fails his breast : — till, pictured in a dream. 

The lost, familiar, scenes before him beam : — 
He wakes, and staggers forth to seek his sire. 
The good old man amidst his harvest-sheaves. 
As, pining, for his Prodigal he grieves. 
Now weeps for joy to clasp his soul's desire. 
Consummate Artist ! matchless to combine 
Majestic pathos, eloquence divine ; 
The Drama, still, shall boast a Sov'ran Chief, 
While Creon's grandeur lives, in thee, and Reuben's grief. 
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ON THE OPENING OF THE EXHIBITION OF 1851, 
By Hee Majesty, Ain) Her Royal Consort. 



"Zoipoy tI to fxri')(av6ey 

Tfj^vac vTTEp cXtt/S' ej(u>y, — CHORUS IN ANTIGONE. 

Blow ye the Trumpets ; let the Organs peal ; 

And choruss'd Hallelujahs pierce the skies ; 

From loyal lips, let England's Anthem rise ; 
And pray'r, and praise, the festival reveal. 
No Alexander's feast, for kingdoms thrall'd ; 

No gory Circus, brutalize the mind, 

But triumphs priceless unto humankind, 
With heartfelt acclamations, are instaU'd ; 
Triumphs of genius, science, taste, and skill, 

Of regulated yet stupendous pow'r ; 
Civilization's new arena fill. 

From ev'ry clime, and elevate the hour : 
Bidding our staunch Philanthropists maintain. 
Peace, and good will, at length, on earth may hope to 
reign. 
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Aloft, in Christian-state, with brow serene, 

Sits our liege Lady, Britain's Empress-Queen. 

Domestic virtues add unto her crown 

Its never perishable, best, renown ! 

Her Princely partner, fondly by her side — 

Their darling Offspring groupM around the throne — 
Partakes the mark'd Ovation, and, with pride. 

Smiles on the scene whose forecast was his own. 
Behold, in rob'd procession, round the aisles. 
The royal Patrons lead their dazzling files ; 
To music's peals, and murmurs of applause. 
The marshalled pomp beseems its righteous cause. 
Threads the vast bounds, and, when its course is done, 
Our British Queen proclaims, the world's wide Fete begun, 
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ON 
THE DEATH OF THE DUKE OF WELLINGTON, 

The 14th op Septembee, 1852. 



Lift up the wail, and let the dirge be rung ; 

The roll of muffled drums afflict the ear ; 
The dead-march peal ; the fun'ral hymns be sung ; 

The Nation's Hero lies upon his bier. 
A beacon-light hath vanished from the earth ; 

A master-spirit from the human race ; 
A worthy, foremost in the ranks of worth, 

Is missing from his old accustom'd place. 
The Conqueror's halls are desolate, at last ; 

Where comrades triumph'd, mourners sob, instead : 
The Iron Duke from life's domain hath pass'd ; 

The Patriarch hath bow'd his hallowed head. 
His Country weeps— oh, melancholy hour ! — 
Her long &miliar pride in death's remorseless pow'r. 
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The Warrior and the Statesman well combined ; 

The Patriot frankly blended with the Sage ; 
The noblest Man of mark among his kind, 

Who largely shap'd the fortunes of his age. 
From our lov'd Lady, on her rock-built throne. 

E'en to the humblest dweller in the land. 
Where'er the dire calamity is known, 

One universal sorrow doth expand ; ♦ 

One deep, aflfectionate, and yearning, grief. 
To lose — the honest Man — the matchless Chief. 
Each individual feels as though a friend. 

Mighty to shield him, hath been snatch'd away ; 
As children mourn an honoured Father's end. 

We, children-like, to him, our hearts'-wrung tribute pay. 

His was a vast, disasterless. Career 

Beyond reversal, and unstain'd with crime : 
He warr'd for peace, to godlike natures dear. 
And chain'd the Man-destroyer of his time. 
No Pompey, vanquished in ambition's strife — 
No Csesar, conquer'd by th' assassin's knife — 
No red Aggressor — He ! but, duty-ripe. 
Civilization's own incarnate t3rpe : 
The Grecian's " truly happy man," at last, ^^^^ 
His life-long fortune wholly unsurpass'd. 
No Spartan epitaph — no niggard fame — I^^^^ 
Pale the full splendors of his deathless name ! 
But let his grateful Countrymen decree — 
" Britain ne'er lost a Son, great Wellington ! like thee.'* 
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" SEBASTOPOL IS FALLEN." 

Written on the above Telegraphic Message reaching Brighton, 
IN the Evening op September the 10th, 1855. 



The Ev'ning Star is smiling on the Ocean ; 

A buzz of exultation stirs the air : 
The " Old-Church '' bells ring out the strong commotion ; 

And Jtriumph lights the very brow of care. 
At ev'ry mart of news, the eager crowd 
Read the glad tidings, ravenously — aloud — 
While utter strangers, jostling in the street, 
For glee, vociferously, each other greet. 
Friends, to their friends, with hastening steps repair ; 

The populace are boisterous with delight ; 

To all it is a memorable night ; 
And all, alike, the wild excitement share. 
Whose burthen peals, 'midst tumults of applause, 
" Sebastopol is fall'n — ^and God defends our cause." 
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** Sebastopol is fall'n " — is writ on high ; 

" Sebastopol is faU'n " — o'er earth resounds ; ' 
Enthusiastic millions swell the cry ; 

Humanity exults thro' all its bounds. 
No more shall felon-conquest, drench'd in gore, 
Wrench from the free their freedom, and, no more, 
Shall droves of knouted serfs, and cossacks, doom 
Peace and civilization to the tomb ; 
Making the world, a gaol — and man, a slave — 

Religion, blasphemy — and life, one lie — 
Murd'ring the independent, and the brave. 

The salt of earth, whose seed can never die, 
Sebastopol is fall'n — its strength laid low — 
An Empire was its shield — that Empire feels the blow. 
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THE REVIEW OF THE FLEET, AT SPITHEAD, 

BY HER MAJESTY. 

On St. GEOBGifB Bat, April the 23bd, 1856. 



In their stupendous theatres of old,. 

The Greeks, and Romans, held their stately courts ; 
Their wondrous story to the Nations told, 

Typ'd in their spoils, their numbers, and their sport^ 
Then, midst her Games, did Athens give the prize 

To laurell'd hero, or exalted sage : 
Then, Rome's huge Coliseum, starred with eyes, 

Look'd fortune on the Titans of her age. 
Rome rul'd the waves — her kind was, then, her prey ; 
Her squadrons ample to enforce her sway : 
Yet, had she rul'd till now, her strength how vain 
To match yon trained Volcanoes of the main ; 
New-modeird by the genius of our land ; 
Let Earth their tokens mark — their meaning understand. 
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For it hath come by deputy, to learn — 

All Earth — ^the marvels of our high renown, 
Its eye, the Press, well bounden to discern 

The truth — Let truth alone our annals crown — 
In characters of light that truth be seen ; 

In fame's own trumpet-tones that truth be told : 
Peace is the idol of the Ocean-Queen ; 

There, there, her panoply of peace behold ; 
Proof to repel all comers, if in arms, 
And shield our native shores from war's alarms. 
What were the Triremes of the ancient world ? 

What the dread gallies of a later day, 
Byzantine, or Venetian, when, unfurl'd, 

Their banners swept the brine, in merciless array ? 

What, Spain's Armadas ? What, our own, till now ? 

When boundless wealth, and science, have combing 
To work us miracles, and ev'ry prow 

Of yonder Fleet can steer against the wind ; 
And hulls without their sails can tack with ease. 
Battle-tornadoes — masters of the seas ! 
Exult, O Britain ! at the matchless scene ; 

Let thy lov'd Queen thine exultation share. 
As, borne those lines of dauntless ships between. 

She hears their salvoes doubling on the air. 
Hark ! how, from shore to sea, from sea to shore. 
Those heart-sent cheers outpeal the cannons' roar ; 
And, mingling with their thunder-bursts, proclaim. 
Old England's martial fire is quenchless as her fame. 
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ON THE BURNS FESTIVAL OF JANUARY 

THE 25th, 1859. 



Why meet th' excited throngs ? and why, this day, 
Processions — festivals — and loud acclaims ? 
Whose honoured name, above all other names. 
In right of triumph, bears the palm away ? 
Tis his — the Bard of Scotia, and her boast ; 

Her champion and her oracle combined ; 
Her Ayrshire Ploughman, in himself a host. 

Bold Robert Burns, leal lover of his kind. 
O wondrous Peasant ! who was e'er thy peer ? 

What lyrist of thine own, or other clime. 
So copious, forcible, acute, sincere. 

Tender, descriptive, eloquent, sublime ? 
Therefore, this Centenary of thy birth. 
Thousands of roof-trees ring, to vindicate thy worth. 
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" Th' immortal Memory of Robert Burns " — 

Is pledg'd in ev'ry clime where Britons meet : 
His Hundredth anniversary returns, 

In this, all past rejoicings to repeat. 
Then, sing his songs, or, joyously recite ; 
His own outpourings be our chief delight ; 
While, in the pauses, oratory tells. 
The lasting influence of the Poet's spells ; 
And warmly quotes — " The Cotter's Saturday Night "- 
As, " One entire, and perfect, chrysolite." 
Hark to those choruses of " auld langsyne " — 

Who doth not bless the author of that strain ? 
And, with his Jubilee, this truth entwine. 

The Brotherhood of man, he strove for — not in vain. 



END OF SONNETS. 
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MISCELLAMOUS POEMS. 



THE VISION OF IGNEZ DE CASTRO. 

From the Tragedy, originally contributed to "Hood's 

Magazine." 



[In the dead of Night, the Queen and the Archbishop of Braga, 
are ushered in to the Superior of Santa Clara, who is comforting 
Ignez.] 

ARCHBISHOP. 

Health, and peace I 
God's blessing, and our benediction, rest 
On Santa Clara's Sisterhood, and, first, 
On her, our pattern here, who tends the fold. 
The Lady Ignez, too, is in our pray'rs. 
Who note her qualities, and Pedro's truth. 

queen. 
Our state, and ceremony, laid aside. 
We crave advice, regardless of the hour ; 
Since that we would unravel brooks no pause, 
Though new to us but some few hours ago. 
We would be private : while our gentle friend. 
So late at her devotions, seeks her rest. 
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ABCHBISHOP. 

It is of Ignez ! [Aside to Superior. 

SUPERIOB. 

Ha ! then, ye should learn 
What brings her hither — [aside']. With your honour'd 

leaves — 
I read her pray'r — permit our child to stay. 
She hath been roused from sleep by some such dream — 
Vision she counts it — as we all have dream'd 
Who reach the years of care ; and I am fain — 
To ease her mind, before she doth return 
To seek her pillow whence she just hath fled — 
Oui' suif 'rer should collect her scattered thoughts, 
And, strengthened by your presence, and regard. 
Show us her virion, I should say, her dream, 
And, so, allay her terrors. 

QUEEN. 

I like not 
This dreaming, with the facts which we have glean'd [Aside.] 

SUPERIOR. 

The Lady Ignez will control her fears, 
And give us their phantasmas. 

laxEZ. 

If I can ! 

[After a pause.] 
O royal Dame, and you, most rev'rend Sir, 
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Forgive me if I pause as I proceed. 

Methought I stood within our Minster's porch, 

How I reach'd there appeared not, and, awhile, 

I was alone, and shiv'ring 'mid the gloom. 

I felt a chill, I feel it as I speak. 

Creep through my being ; while a horror weigh'd 

Both on my brain and heart : I strove to cry 

For help, but could not ; instantly, I mark'd. 

The vacancy took shapes — Before me grew. 

Into The Palpable, a sumptuous sweep 

Of purple canopies, pavilion'd round 

Some thronal shrine they curtain'd, and concealed. 

Upon them were emblazoned Lusia's arms 

Quartered with proud Castile's. Oh, give me breath 

The horror is not yet ! Around the walls 

Hung banners, aitchmentsj trophies, ne'er yet seen 

Within their sacred precincts ; and the whole 

Gleam'd 'midst unnumber'd lights that, tier by tier. 

Like stars at latest ev'ning, broke to view. 

As the full blaze shone out in dazzling show. 

O'er Santa Clara, through the void of space, 

A pond'rous passing-bell began to toll ; 

I heard it, as I hear my own words now. 

Still, I was lone — aghast, and thrill'd with dread, 

Wild to retreat, yet spell-bound to remain ; 

When, suddenly reveal'd, a dismal train 

Scaring the solitude, pac'd slowly by. 

Their leader muffled like the band he led. 

Oh ! what a shudd'ring seiz'd me as he pass'd, 

G 
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Scarce less than when — but that is yet to come. 
They peopled all th' interior ! Nave and aisles, 
Stall, loft, and chancel, and confessionals. 
And private chapelries, swarm'd o'er with life. 
Human, funereal-clad, but death-like mute. 

SUPEBIOR. 

Have you ne'er leam'd, to comfort you, my child, 
Our ancient adage — " dream of dole and death ; 
Wake, and reap new-found joy '' ? 



IGNEZ. 

Hush, hush, I dim 



The order of the Vision. 



ARCHBISHOP. 

Pause, and try 
A draught from faith's clear fountain. 

QUEEN. 

By my crown, 
I relish not this order of her dream. 
Its ominous precision. [Aside. 

ARCHBISHOP. 

Strangely tim'd 
With our unusual advent, and the cause 
Enough disclosed to tax these midnight hours. 
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IGNEZ. 



Where left I oflF? 



SUPERIOR. 

The Minster was alive 
With swarming crowds who, wrapt in mourning guise, 
Tended some Sovereign obsequy. 

IGNEZ. 

'Tis changed ! 
Drowning the night-wail of the passing-bell, 
The mighty Organ burst upon mine ear 
In Coronation-anthems ; and, forthwith, 
As by enchantment, at the pealing sounds. 
High jubilant, which shook the vaulted roofs. 
Thro' the vast throng the muffling garments chang'd 
To festal robes ; the lights blaz'd trebly bright ; 
And — while my breath grew thicker, and my heart 
Sicken'd with palpitations of alarm — 
The canopies drew up ! a gen'ral shout, 
Which rock'd the Minster's structure— so I judged — 
And, thro' my reeling senses, check'd my sight, 
Hail'd a dim Female figure on a throne ; 
A Male, the leader of the mourning train. 
At her left hand, beneath her ; with his head 
Averted from his Mate ; a mist, or veil. 
Hung o'er her features : her tiara's gems, 
Her regal robes, the sceptre in her hand, 
Grown visible, to fascinate the gaze. 
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But, now, the horror comes ! With one acclaim, 

When the rapt congregation rent the air, 

Symphonious with the Organ's thnnd'ring roll. 

And nam'd her — " Queen of Lusitania's realm,'' 

At their all-hails the mist dissolved, and lo. 

Thrice horrible to dream, or to describe ! 

I saw, as ye do see me where I am — [stopping short. 

QUEEN. 

Whom ? What ? 

ARCHBISHOP. 

Speak, speak ? 

SUPERIOR. 

My child, my Ignez, sweet ! 



Look not so wildly. 



ARCHBISHOP. 

Is she stricken dumb ? 



QUEEN. 

Whom saw'st thou ? What ? 

ARCHBISHOP. 

If, Lady, we may ask. 

IGNEZ. 

Myself! That worshipped Queen, your Ignez here 
Your Ignez here, oversensitive with life, 
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Saw, in her dream, herself enthron'd a Queen, 
Insensible, as alabaster cold, 
As rigid, meaningless, and ghastly pale. 
There, on that chair of state, superbly plac'd, 
Chief star and centre of the gorg'ous round, 
I was exalted, hymn'd, anointed, crown'd. 
Proclaimed, saluted, nevertheless — a Corpse. 
See, see again, my spectre, where I sit ! 
Hide, hide me, save me ! 

SUPERIOR. 

Sister be composed. 



ARCHBISHOP. 
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Tis but illusion. 



QUEEN. 

Ignez, we are by, 

SUPERIOR. 

To comfort and protect you. 



IGNEZ. 

'Twas my dream, 



That was reality. 



SUPERIOR. 

TiU lost in air. 
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IGNEZ. 

Friends, the throng by that white Myst'ry passM, 
Statesmen, and warriors, beauties, old and young, 
And paid the dead their homage ; each, in turn. 
Kissing the hem of its enthronement's shroud — 
The costliest shroud that ever mortal wore — 
Some fervently, and some, I thought, who scowFd. 
Not once, throughout, I saw my Pedro's face, 

His post, his form, alone proclaimed him mine. 

And, now, the worship closed ; the several choirs 
Still'd their responsions ; and the organ ceas'd ; 
The lights wax'd dimmer ; and th' exultant host 
Resum'd their muffled mien ; the throne-crown'd Corpse, 
Myself, was curtain'd from my straining eyes ; 
And the huge bell again knell'd forth its moan. 

Now, from the pile, the slow procession wound ; 
My Catafalque invisibly propell'd 
Midst flaring ranks of torchmen, who illum'd. 
League after league, night's black and ghostly pall. 
Tho' I saw every thing, it was as though 
Not one, around, saw me ; nor when the line 
Pass'd in, nor when, returning, they pass'd out ; 
And this itself was hideous ! When we came — 

1 follow'd in my trance where Pedro led — 
To Alcoba9a — well I knew the spot. 

My pilgrimage at times — a Royal Tomb 

Of purest marble smote upon my eyes. 

And men were busy with its open'd jaws. 

A halt — a bustle — something creak'd, and strain'd — 
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I wot not how, I stood by Pedro's side, 
And he groan'd audibly ; his mantle's folds 
Hiding his anguish — hark, another creak. 
As he sobb'd forth — " My Ignez, dust to dust." 
I tried to cheek him ; then, I shriek'd for fright ; 
Struggled to fly ; the struggle shook my frame, 
And pous'd my Children ; little Diniz' hands 
Patting my cheeks, amidst his Sisters' cries. 
Woke me — to feel my trance had pass'd away, 
But not to feel its fearful haunting less 
Than when its spell possessed me — send for Pedro, 
Recall him home, and Ignez, then, may rest. 

[Sinks backy tmich exhausted. 
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THE ELEPHANTS OF CARTHAGE BAITED TO 
DEATH IN THE CIRCUS AT ROME. 

FROM "REGULUB," A TRAGEDY IN FIVE ACTS. 



REGULUS. 

Wife, say on, 
I would be taught, minutely, how the beasts 
Were baited in the Circus. 

MARCIA. 

Had you seen 
The terror-stricken Monsters, when the shouts 
Of myriads rang around them ! 

REGULUS. 

I have seen 
An army 'neath their tramp ; for shouts, the shrieks 
Of mutilated comrades ! — on, say on — 
The doings in the Circus ? 
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ICABCIA. 



There, beside 
Our elder Cionsiil's wife, your Marcia sat. 
The first time since my Hero was in thrall ; 
But I must own the weakness you will chide, 
It look'd like retribution for our loss. 
These monsters, who had wrought us deadly ill, 
At length, in sight of congregated Rome, 
Should feed our hopes of vengeance, in their fiJl. 

BEGULUS. 

Now, of Csecilius' triumph ; do not spare, 

HABCIA. 

I see the horrid sight — nine cubs of Lions, 
And five of famish'd Tigers, were turned out 
Into the vast arena, near the spot 
The Elephants had cumber'd : thro' their bars. 
The young ones' parents staring on the whole. 
These were in cages northward, with the sun 
Blazing right south upon them, and their eyes 
Roll'd o'er us all, like brilliants flashing fire. 

REaULUS. 

So have I mark'd them roll, when, turn'd at bay, 
We clos'd them round in Africa ; or, when. 
By night, the rav'nous prowlers rang'd, and glar'd 
Over our hunters' fires. 
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HABCIA. 

Oh, desp'rate risk ! 

REaULUS. 

But, Marcia, of the Circus ? 

HABCIA. 

As the brood 
Huddled together, cow'ring, and appall'd, 
A small dun Elephant amid the throng 
Rush'd at a brindled whelp, and, with its trunk, 
Hurl'd it aloft, and crush'd it where it fell ; 
Breaking another's loins that crouched for fear 
Within the sweep of its tremendous hoof. 
Then rose a roar like thunder ; from their dens. 
Infuriated beast to beast replied. 
And their dams howPd for madness — o'er the sand, 
The aiFrighted giants fly — at once, the gates 
Are slidden from the cages, and the brutes. 
With looks uncertain, but with growls of rage. 
Now have stalk'd forth, and lash their mighty hides ! 
Two shes — the dying cubs belong to one, 
A Tigress — whining, lick the mangled young ; 
And one reclaims her tribe, and seeks her lair : 
One hath gone creeping onward — as appears, 
A Lioness from Asia, of the breed 
The fiercest and the biggest — and brought down, 
Fast on its hams, the hindmost of the herd, 
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Which, rolling o'er, embowels it : — ^the rest, 

Its Mate, with four huge Monarchs of the wild — 

One grisly Tiger keeping in their rear — 

Now rush, as tho' in concert, to the charge ; 

The tusked masses turn, and stand at bay : 

Now, three are prostrate, the Gtetulian spears 

Have smitten, thro' their eyesight, to the brain ; 

And, on the instant, see, their tawny foes 

Have leap'd their bulks, while He, with fearful stripes. 

Hangs, as if grown there, on the Dun's proboscis. 

Its pow'r and flexure par alyz'd— again. 

The victims break away, and, blind with fright. 

Or rage, or both, with straightened trunks dash on. 

Nor heed the further barrier : at this point, 

An Athlete overleaps it, urg'd, 'twas guess'd. 

Of savage-like excitement : on they come, 

Ere his agility hath play, full drive 

Against the solid bound'ries, and go down. 

The headmost, thro' the shock, the hindmost plung'd 

Over their trampled leaders, and the wretch 

Smash'd dead beneath the whole. — I saw no more — 

Our Consul's wife had swoon'd, such awful cries 

Rung from the lower seats, 'midst such dismay. 

As though they fear'd the frontage would give in^ 

And bare them to the crush. 

BEGULUS. 

I, I have scann'd, 
O Marcia, as you pictur'd it, this scene ; 



92 

Csecilius hath done nobly ; but the sight 

I saw, with mine own eyes, were flying ranks, 

Pursuing Elephants, and Riders, keen 

To urge the horrid rout, and spear, and slay. 

And knead my hapless followers in the dust ; 

I yet must serve my country ! 

MABCU. 

'Midst thy peers, 
In our own Capitol. 

BEGULUS. 

Occasion dawns, 
It must be greatly answered. [In abstraction. 
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THE IPHIGENIA OF TIMANTHES. 

[Kon 18.] 



Fancy ! resplendent Goddess of the sides I 
Rob'd in the rainbow's many-mingling dyes : 
Thou that, of eld, to rapt Timanthes' view, 
Did'st body forth the group his pencil drew ; 
Say in what mould of unessential light 
The tragic spectacle absorbed his sight ; 
What forms of veriest wretchedness uprose. 
In ghostly train, and what, and which, he chose ; 
Bid Time, from sacrilege, his prey restore. 
And the lost Painting lift to light once more. 

First, at the altar, as the Greeks appear, 
In sober sadness waits the Priestly Seer; 
Ulysses, who the sacrifice approved, 
Would, now, forbid it, by Compassion mov'd ; 
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And Ajax proves his bosom sorely wrung, 
As pity's eloquence inspires his tongue ; 
While sorrow-smitten Menelaus sighs, 
His heart's emotion gushing at his eyes ; 
This new affliction desolate to bear, 
His wrongs already verging on despair. 

In more distressing prominence of pain. 
The Victim-Princess pleads, yet pleads in vain ; 
At length, her spirit owns the Goddess near, 
And conscious awe enchains the tongue of fear. 

Helpless the pending vengeance to disarm. 
Her being palpitates with wild alarm ; 
Yet, tho' her lips are paralys'd, her eye 
lifts its appeal for mercy to the sky : 
E'en such a look should Supplication wear, 
It even mov'd Diana's self to spare. 

Observe that form ! amid the general grief. 

In smother'd anguish tow'rs the Warrior-Chief: 

To save his child, the Father's love is fain. 

But all the King the impulse doth restrain : 

Not his a struggle for the vulgar gaze. 

Where its own weakness Majesty betrays. 

Oh, rare device ! to veil such utter woe. 

That Pity twice her tribute might bestow ; 

To shroud from sight a suffering Monarch's face. 

And thus blend giief with grandeur and with grace. 
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This, Aulis ! this, we owe thy piteous tale 
Of Kings and Princes turn'd in horror pale. 
The deep tradition smote Timanthes' heart. 
Till his soul, kindling, sought the aid of Art, 
And, o'er the canvas, as the picture grew 
In startling truth, fresh inspiration threw. 
Britain ! thy genius owns no rival claim. 
Whene'er it seek supremacy from Fame ; 
Bid it, the Sire self-doom'd his Child to slay. 
In " Jephtha's Vow," bear ev'ry palm away. 
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PALMYRA. 

[Kon 10.] 



'Mid burning sands, on Syria's barren plains. 
Where death-like silence o'er the Desert reigns. 
The Vale of Sepulchres lies plung'd in gloom, 
Pointing the pathway of an Empire's tomb ; 
And, low in dust, Palmyra sees Decay 
Sit in her vestibule, and gorge his prey. 

Say, when the Pilgrim scans thy scatter'd stones, 
How keen the pang his humbled spirit owns : 
For, slight memento of a thousand fanes, 
Some scarce-trac'd peristyle forlorn remains ; 
While scanty shafts, dismantled piles, proclaim. 
And arches nod whose triumphs want a name. 

But thee, primeval Ruin ! where, of yore. 
Thy myriads bow'd to worship and adore, 
When — as his path the full effulgence trod — 
Subdu'd devotion own'd th' authentic God ; 
The sole Supreme ; the undivided One ; 
The all-creative, everlasting Sun ; 
Thee only, in the marble waste, we track, 
Retrace thy form, and call thy splendour back ; 
Thy courts explore, and note where, once display'd. 
Thy pillar'd avenue its circuit made 
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Of either front the costly fes^tures scan, 

And, with the Portals, crown the sumptuous plan. 

Oh ! worthy him who wisdom sought and found, 
To bid new life in barrenness abound ; 
Its parched womb with fruitfulness to bless. 
And smooth the passage thro' the wilderness. 
Worthy his Lyre, Palmyra ! to pourti'ay 
How, once, thou went'st exulting on thy way ; 
What time the Roman bless'd thy saviour-might. 
And haughty Sapor turn'd his back in flight ; 
When the Imperial Purple shar'd thy name, 
Gave half its virtue, borrowed half thy fame. 

But long the tale, and sorrowful, to tell 
What madness urg'd thee, and what fate befel, 
When, wroth to blood, the jealous Eagle sped 
To pluck th' aspiring laurels from thy head : 
Yet, his heart quail'd beneath thy dauntless eye. 
And tamer grew, as famine hover'd nigh ; 
When lo ! a panic seiz'd Zenobia's breast, 
And, in her flight, the woman stood confess'd. 

Then set thy Sun, Palmyra ! then went down 
The comet-glories of thy strange renown ! 
Then he whose flights exalted human thought. 
And, at heav'n's fount, their inspiration caught. 
Calm as a Hero, as a God sustained — 
While hush'd amaze his baffled victors chained — 
O'er fate superior, hail'd death's awful flood, 
And seal'd his truth, sublimely, with his blood. 
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THE FUNERAL OF 
THE RIGHT HONORABLE GEORGE CANNING. 

[NOTB 20.] 



No eyelid was dry of the throng that attended ; 

No heart but heav'd sadly as if it would break : 
Tho' friends with opponents were mournfully blended, 

Their bosoms were human, they could not but ache. 

What breast but must ache when a Father, untimely. 
Hath left his poor Widow, and Orphans, alone ? 

Though the dead were a foe, yet Compassion, sublimely, 
Forgetteth its wrongs, at the Sufferers' moan. 

• 

To see the fix'd gaze of the Matron bereaved 
Of him of whose being her own was a part : 

And the lull in her grief which the Daughter achieved, 
To ransom, from breaking, her Mother's fond heart. 
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To see, from his playmates, the lov'd Boy rtish madly. 
For his Parent's last blessing, aghast at his bier ; 

And wringing his hands, in his helplessness, sa^ly ; 
And crying — " He's dead, and my Brother not here." 

Oh ! this were enough, in the lot of the meanest. 
To force from the proudest some signs of regret : 

But the grief we then shar'd was the deepest, the keenest, 
Lost Greatness could claim, or lost Goodness beget. 

We felt, as our steps up the solemn aisles sounded. 
Where Worthies of Ages lie buried below. 

Their shades hover'd over the corpse we surrounded. 
And pitied our loss, and respected our woe. 

A Daydream came o'er us — a Daydream of glory — 
As, " Dust unto dust," we committed the dead ; 

And those that stand highest, and best, in our story. 
Above us shone forth ere the Vision was fled. 

Ben Jonson was first of the Poets to hasten ; 

And Butler the Wit and Philosopher join'd ; 
While Addison came, our repining to chasten, 

The moralist, critic, and classic, combined. 

Fox and Pitt followed next ; side by side, they paraded, 
When glided between them a Spirit of light. 

So like to the form that before us lay faded, 
We felt it was Canning reveal'd to our sight. 
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The hands of the Rivals the Phantom united, 

And, pointing to earth, with a smile seem'd to say, 

" I enll'd from both Parties — and I am requited — 
The wisest, and best, that aeknowledg'd your sway." 

" You liv'd to complete the great task " — they assented, 
" And, full in the blaze of its fame, you have died." 

" My Country is served, and myself am contented — 
My King, and my Country !" — the Spirit replied. 

That moment, a murmur of sorrowful token. 

Like moan of a wind-dirge, stole swift thro' the crowd ; 

And quickly the spell of our Vision was broken. 
The sounds of lament waxing thrilling and loud. 

Draw a veil o'er the last look the young Orphan fixed. 
Too piteous to paint, in the grave of his sire : 

Recount not the sobs with his sobs that were mixed. 
Their anguish would jar the whole soul of the Lyre. 

But tell to the praise of the mighty deceased, 

How, Strangers with Strangers — sad, sad, was their part- 
Mute signs of distress interchanged, and released 
The tear from the eye, and the sigh from the heart. 

Record, to his fame, how his Country deplor'd him. 
And thousands on thousands his obsequies throng'd ; 

In Life, how the Champions of Freedom ador'd him. 
And how, o'er his ashes, their homage prolong'd. 
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Record, from the wide world the history gleaning, 
The shock that it sufTer'd at Canning's decease ; 

And bid aU its^Tyrants interpret the meaning, 

As man, in their ears, to his manes, shouts " Peace." 

Oh ! these were the thoughts in our bosoms prevailing, 
As Erin's poor Exiles, with Italy's, wept ; 

As Greece, by her sojourners here, was bewailing ; 
And either America mourn'd that he slept. 

" Then rest undisturb'd, the world's blessing befriends thee," 
We cried, as we turned, with reluctance, to go ; 

" Thy fame, like a Victor's in death, well attends thee, 
" Beyond diminution, as thou beyond woe. 

" Rest, rest, for thy ashes are nobly reposing, 

" In holiest ground, 'midst the Chiefs of thy clime : 

" And the Rolls of Renown, at Earth's Summons unclosing, 
" Emblazon thy name to the end of all time." 
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LINES 
To Commemorate the Hundredth Anniversary or the Birth of 

ROBERT BURNS. 

[NOTB 21] 



An Ancient Briton, Isis ! by thy stream, 
Nurtured, betimes, in Poesy's young dream ; 
Curb'd by the formal precepts of the schools, 
Horace his Art, and Aristotle's rules ; 
With keen delight, from classic models, turns 
To simpler strains — the strains of Scotia's Burns. 
Nature in them predominates, and truth 
Thrills you in accents of perpetual youth. 
If Attic grace, at times, be miss'd, the more. 
Above all grace, the tuneful raptures soar ; 
With human sympathies profusely rife. 
The joys, the woes, the ways, of actual life ; 
Link'd with no scenes, or interests, hard to share 
Gods — Giants — ^Men who, mostly, never were ; 
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But shrining, in a light which all can see, 
Man as he is, or, as he ought to be. 

Here lies the secret of the lasting feme 
That spreads, o'er earth, our Poet's cherish'd name. 
His lips with milk of humankindness flow ; 
His fervent thoughts in genial currents glow ; 
Picture and music revel in his themes, 
Poetic visions, and romantic dreams ; 
Here, patriot-zeal each burning line inspires, 
As love of country his devotion fires ; 
There, frolic humour o'er the sports presides. 
With roaring laughter holding both his sides ; 
Or, melancholy broods, in contrast strong ; 
Or, tend'rest sighs the sobering pause prolong ; 
Till our Enchanter, thro' the maze, appears 
A "pendulum," like life, "'twixt smiles and tears." 

The precious legacy he left his kind 
Holds sense and sound harmoniously combin'd ; 
Wisdom, therein, exalts its warning voice ; 
And home-affections rouse us to rejoice, 
Teaching, in tones our heart of hearts to win, 
" One touch of nature makes the whole world kin." 

These be the salient features of his mind, 
Throughout his writings strikingly defin'd ; 
These, these, the attributes on which we dwell, 
That hold our feelings captive in their spell. 
And bid us love, the more his works we scan. 
The Author, in the noble-hearted Man. 
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No " puny rhymer," He ! — a King of rhymes ! 
A Bard, ordam'd to live thro' after times ! 
A household God ! no " pauvre Ineonnu," 
As once he fear'd to be, when life was new. 
His pregnant pages fascinate our sight, 
Their portraits marvellous ; their paintings bright ; 
Their teachings manifold ; their hopes and fears. 
Valued memorials of the Poet's years ; 
Their intellectual grasp their signal claim ; 
And Man's true brotherhood their gen'rous aim. 
Witness, that grand outpouring of his brjiin. 
His heart, his soul, — as gospel-tidings plain — 
" Rank's but the guinea-stamp," whate'er we're told, 
" And Man," as Man alone, " the precious gold." 
Or hear the tott'ring Dame address her " Jo," 
In touching tones that cause our tears to flow : 
A sweeter song of life was never sung — 
Balm to the aged ; precept to the young — 
When wedded hearts " John Anderson " peruse, 
They realise the pathos of the Muse ! 

Who runs may read, nor fail to understand 
The Master-triumphs of a Master's hand ; 
And each who reads, instinctively discerns 
A Shakspeare — of the Lyre — in Robert Burns. 

Behold the Stripling, ere of man's estate, 
His little Club of Country lads create ; 
To mend their wits, and manners, frame them laws, 
In point and tact, may claim unmix'd applause ; 
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In adaptation to their purposed end, 
The younkers' store of knowledge to extend ; 
See him, first take the chair, one Hallow-e'en, 
On his own conscious powers arous'd to lean. 

Follow him, next, to Irvine's thrifty town. 
Moiling on barleymeal, his hopes to crown ; 
The filial hopes, his Family to raise. 
By earning for them more propitious days. 
Anon, peruse, — enough our hearts to melt. 
In contemplation of the pangs he felt — 
The tale of keen distress 'twas his to trace, 
As pinchmg failure starM him in the face ; 
And almost bless the providential fire 
Which drove him back to farming, and his sire. 

Among the fields he spent life's morn and noon ; 
Witness, "Ye banks and braes o' bonny Doou." 
Oft, o'er the Brigs of Ayr, Our Rhymer strays ; 
Full soon they're render'd famous in his lays : 
Anon, He seeth " Tam o' Shanter " race 
From the weird Witches giving him the chase. 
Because the fluster'd chiel, one midnight-ride, 
By All'way Kirk, their dev'lish rites espied. 
Now, faithful " Luath " he endows with speech. 
And pens a lesson for the brute to preach 
To " Caesar," and, thro' him, to each and all ; 
The lesson of content whate'er befall. 

Now, Coila's Muse he summons to his cot, 
And asks her holly-crown to soothe his lot. 
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Now ploughs the " Mountain Daisy " from its stem, 
Then writes its Elegy — that priceless gem ! 
Now routs the " tim'rous mousie " from its nest, 
For its lorn fate benignantly distressed : 
Or pities from his soul the " Wounded Hare "; 
Or himself drinks the dregs of bitter care ; 
Writes, to " Despondency," his dismal Ode ; 
Or, for awhile, with " Ruin " keeps abode ; 
Then rallies, like a Lion, from the blow 
Which only stunn'd, but could not lay him low. 

'Twas after many toils and troubles pass'd, . 
With strength untam'd, he blew that trumpet-blast. 
Which stirs the heart of Scotland to the core. 
And keeps, one Bannockburn, her martial shore ; 
That " Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled *' which flings 
Defiance to her foes where'er it rings. 

Soon as the war-ennobling echoes cease. 
We hear him chaunt his hymn of social peace. 
Singing " Should auld acquaintance be forgot?" 
Not while we breathe, cries ev'ry " Brither Scot " — 
Welsh, Irish, English, catch the cordial sound. 
And " Auld lang syne " reverberates around ; 
On this The Centenary of his birth. 
Puts its electric girdle round the earth. 
While millions pay their homage to his name. 
And give the Scottish Bard Imperial fame. 

Of some great Genius, magical of old, 
'Twas said, whatever he touched he turn'd to gold 
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And so, whate'er attracted Robin's pen, 

« 

He stamp'd unfading in the eyes of Men. 

'* Bess at her spinning wheel/' how well pourtrayM ; 
Or, in dire contrast, yon poor " Ruin'd Maid ;'' 
Or Willie, " Sodger lad," returning home, 
From his true " Nancy " never more to roam ; 
And, eke, the Highland, and the Lowland, Belles, 
And Laddies, too, of whom our Minstrel tells. 

His honest Dog — poor Mailie — and his Mare — 
E'en, with his human friends, remembrance share ; 
And things inanimate that struck his view, 
In his descriptive metres rise anew. 

All these above, in grouping, powV, and aim. 
Stands forth that Poem, fit to found a fame ; 
Alone, to clothe its author with renown, 
And, to remotest ages, hand him down : 
That picture of " The Cotter's Saturday Night," 
' When his home-joys his six days' toil requite ; 
When his " wee things run, toddlin," to the stile, 
"To meet their Dad," and warm his heart the while. 
When his chaste wife, their infant on his knee. 
By their warm ingle welcomes him with glee : 
While the permitted wooer, at the side 
Of her he loves, looks bashful in his pride ; 
As the whole family, around the board. 
Relish the meal their frugal stores afford. 

And when — the kindly chat and supper o'er — 
The Cotter biddeth them their God adore ; 
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With simple song of praise their zeal inspires ; 
Next, reads " The big Ha' Bible " of his sires ; 
And then, upon his knees, all kneeling round, 
The " Priestlike Patriarch " in pray'r is found ; 
Admonish'd, in the humble rites we share. 
And lift our own appeals, and crave our Maker's care. 

Nor Poetry alone his rank bestows. 
To know our Fav'rite thoroughly, read his Prose ! 
In terms, original, select, and terse. 
Hear him his many-featur'd thoughts rehearse ! 
Wholly as independent as in Song ; 
As philanthropic, and oppos'd to wrong ; 
As grateful to his friends ; and, to his foes, 
As all-forgiving when the chance arose. 

To crown the Sketch — In converse and debate. 
How he excell'd, his chroniclers relate : 
How, with his talk, he charm'd the social hour. 
Till e'en Edina's self confessed his pow'r. 
And welcom'd to her circles, from the plough. 
The Son of Genius whom we honour now. 

We thank thee, Scotia ! for this Man of Men ; 
This modern Cincinnatus — of the Pen ; 
This Sforza, who, in lieu of earthly throne, 
Scal'd Fame's proud steeps, " undaunted and alone :" 
To thy home-discipline, and schooling, He 
Ow'd love of Freedom — Thou art of the Free ! 
OwOd love of Minstrelsy — Thy native lore, 
With countless tales of Minstrels, floweth o'er 
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Ow'd love of honest folk, however poor, 

They were thy '* wall of fire ''—they keep thee, still, secure. 

Enough is told— too feebly told, at times — 
Why " A' are proud o' Robin," and his Rhymes : 
Why here we meet in Masses, and unite 
To consecrate the day he saw the light : 
Why, the world over, thousands pledge, by turns, 
" Th' immortal Memory of Robert Burns." 

Where'er the British mother-tongue is known. 
In foreign lands, or regions of our own ; 
In kindred climes across th' Atlantic's roar ; 
In rescu'd Hindoostan ; on China's shore ; 
Where, far away. Our Austral Empire lies. 
And our Sons greet Antipodean skies ; 
In ev'ry nook and corner of the Globe, 
His gath'ring votaries don the festal robe ; 
This Hundredth Anniversary, proclaim 
High Jubilee, to celebrate his name. 
Blessing the hour that smil'd upon the birth 
Which gave a Burns, to Scotland — and, to Earth ! 



110 



THE SUMMER'S EVE. 

[NoTB 22.] 



The clovers blush'd in early pride ; 

The mown-grass told of Summertide ; 

And lawns, and shrubs, and laughing flowers, 

Lately refreshed with passing show'rs, 

ExhaPd a mingling fragrance rare, 

That fiU'd and purified the air. 

The Honeysuckle wav'd, anew. 
Its piebald ringlets to the view ; 
The modest Jessamine was seen. 
White stars upon her vesture green ; 
The Garden-Rose in gems was dight. 
Of dew, than the diamond's eye more bright ; 
Of dew, the nectar Fairy sips. 
That bathes her wings, and cools her lips. 

The hour is lovely when the West, 
In ruby-golden dyes is dress'd ; 
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And lovely is the varying hue 

That streaks the twilight-depths of blue ; 

But lovelier is the chasten'd light 

That brightens 'mid the orbs of night, 

What time the moon, in full display, 

All but creates a second day : 

When ev'ry sound, remote or near, 

In rural accents charms the ear. 

And sportively, upon their way. 

Like butterflies, the zephyrs stray, 

To whisper low the love they're fain 

To bear to all the floral train, 

Cultur'd, or gipsy-like, and wild, 

FuUy, by cither's charms, beguil'd. % 

Such Eve it was — and such its pow'r 

To shape the Poet's dream, 
As, musing in a summer-bow'r, 

Beside a summer-stream. 
He watch'd its ripples floating near. 
Till, in its glass, the Nymphs appear. 
With their Queen, in rushen crown. 

Gently gliding in her car. 
On its limpid surface down 

To th' enchanted isles, afar, 
Where the water-sprites are weaving 

Coronals to braid their hair ; 
And the sylphs are interleaving 

Garlands fit for sylphs to wear. 
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There is a mood of mind. 

When the spirits are up and free. 
And blithe as the buxom wind 

That blows delieiously : 
Such mood of mind that spot might well 
Bid in the poet's bosom swell ; 
For there the currents sought a bed, 

Thro' banks of purpling heath ; 
There rear'd the wood its leafy head 

Above the copse beneath ; 
And there the birds their vespers trill'd — 

How exquisite the sound ! — 
And echo with responses fill'd 

The atmosphere around : 
And there the glowworms, waxing bright, 
Gemm'd the dark'ning sward with light : 
Ere, in slow dissolving view. 
The dim obscure to clearness grew ; 
And, drows'd beneath the lunar rays. 
The Even-songsters ceas'd their lays ; 
Except the Nightingales, in love, 
Still warbling strains all strains above ; 
As the Poet, fancy-bless'd. 
Listened still, like one possessed ; 
Till, by the lengthen'd extacy o'erwrought. 
In home, sweet sleep, and rest, relief and change he sought. 



NOTES. 



1. — Conyinced that Poetry, to become popular, and therefore permanent, 
should simply be the magnifying glass of truth, I was much gratified, when 
these sonnets appeared in print, at the following judgment passed upon 
them by the late lamented W. C. Burder, of CHfbon, one of the most con- 
stant meteorological correspondents of the Times, In a letter addressed to 
me, dated February the 26th, 1854, he says — " I think your Sonnets, * The 
Northern Lights,' convey a generally tbuthful representation of these 
beautiful phenomena." 

2. — " The Stepdame." — The Stepmother, a Tragedy, in five acts. 

3. — " Poland shall be free." — ^The Burthen of a Lyric^ composed on the 
occasion of the memorable Insurrection of 1830. 

4. — "A Tear for Poland" — Another Lyric, composed on hearing of its 
final suppression. 

5. — The first written of the sonnets more distinctively called " RuraL" 
It was originally printed in the " Metropolitan Magazine," when that 
publication was under the Editorship of poor Howard, the author of 
" Battlin the Reefer." Howard's early death was a source of profound regret 
to his friends and acquaintance. 

6. — "November," was inserted in the columns of the Times journal, for 
October the 30th, 1844. 

7. — It has been computed that the Charities, public and private, of this 
Country, exceed in amount those of the rest of the world put together. 

8. — These lines were penned at the crisis of the great Parliamentary 
struggle, by which the wise and humane of the land, in the face of a deter- 
mined resistance, triumphantly carried " The ten hours' factory bill." 

9. — " l8 there no pity, no relenting ruth, 

Points to the Parents fondling o'er their child. 

Then paints the Boin'd Maid, and their distraction wild P" — Burnt, 

10. — ^Written when the proposition to limit the number of lashes to 50 
was being fought out and carried through Parliament. 

11. — Than Mr. Gladstone, the present Chancellor of the Exchequer, no 
man living ever denounced, with more truth and effect, the demoralising 
tendencies, and the unadjustable inequalities, of the Income Tax. To him, 
therefore, the public will look for its speedA^ and total repeal. 

12. — In his " England and the English," Bulwer thus spoke of the subject 
of these verses — " I hasten to Jfartm — ^the greatest, the most lofty, the 
most permanent, and original genius of his age." 
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18. — ^Mr. BarUiolomew*8 translation of "The Antigone of Sophocles," 
with Mendelssohn's MvMc, was first brought out, at Covent Garden Theatre, 
on the .2nd of January, 1846. 

14. — " Miss YandenJioff is the Original Antigone of the British stage." — 
Quoted in " Hood's Magazine," for December, 1846, from the DubUn Free- 
man's Journal, 

16. — " Azael the Prodigal," in which Mr. Vandenhoff personated the 
Patriarch Reuheny was represented, at Drury Lane Theatre, on seventy-fiye 
nights of the season 1849-50. 

16. — Solon maintained that no man should be called " ircaf6K€ios" i.e., 
** altogether happy," till after his decease, when, as it were, the balance 
sheet of his life could be struck, and the epithet, if proved to be applicable, 
truly bestowed on him. 

17. — ^A couplet of Byron's runs thus : — 

" And be the Spartan's epitaph on me, 
' Sparta hath many a worthier son than he.' " 

His countrymen, 1 think, will insist that such a Spartan epitaph would not 
describe, but utterly misdescribe, and belie, our immortal Wellington. 

18. — " The Iphigenia of Timanthes," subject for the Newdigate Prize at 
Oxford, in the year 1819. This contribution, which was not the successful 
one, appeared in the " Gentleman's Magazine," for January, 1819, (vol. 89). 

19. — Palmyra. — The subject, both for the Newdigate Prize, at Oxford; and 
the prize for the best English poem, at Cambridge ; in the year 1822. The 
latter composition, not being restricted, like the former, to 50 lines, ex- 
ceeded 350. It may be found in vol. 52, of the " Classical Journal." Tadmor 
in the Desert, which Solomon built, is supposed to have been the original of 
the Pahnyra of Zenobia and Longinus. 

20. — " The lull in her grief" — alludes to the affectionate attentions of his 
daughter, the Marchioness of Clanricarde, to her Father in his last moments, 
and to her Mother in her bereavement. The piteous apostrophe — " He's 
dead, and my Brother not here," was recorded, at the time, as the youngest 
son's* agonized exclamation at the thought of his elder Brother's absence 
abroad, when their Father lay on the bed of death. " The Funeral of 
Canning "was published in the columns of the Times journal, for September 
the 8th, 1827. 

21. — ^These 200 lines were written to compete for the Prize offered by the 
Directors of the Crystal Palace Company, " for the best Poem which should 
be composed for the occasion of the Bums Centenary." — They were, subse- 
quently, inserted in the Oxford Chronicle, for July the 2nd, 1859. 

22. — This fragment appeared in " Chambers's Edinburgh Journal," for 
July the 23rd, 1836. Thence it was transferred to vol. 2, page 46, of 
" Selections from the British Poets*" which were issued, in 1855, by Thom 
and Sons, of Dublin, under the direction of the Commissioners of National 
Education, in Ireland." The concluding twelve lines have been lately 
added, and the piece itself has, also, been somewhat corrected, and, I trust, 
improved. 
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